CREED  COLLEGIATE 

Language,  English,  Math  and  Science 
Pester  us  despite  defiance; 
To  them  we  close  our  ears  and  eyes 
And  thus  become  so   wondrous  wise. 


i''eii*uai»^  -  1929 


WE  BEG  TO  ANNOUNCE 
The  Social  Event  of  All  Time 


THE  SENIOR  BALL 


THE  DATE?     MARCH,  THE  TWENTY^ SECOND 


Done  to  Your  Queen's  Taste! 
Alive  \sA\\\  the  Music  of  Masters 
One  Giant  Festival  of  Joy ! 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


i 
n 
e 


in  the 

Beautiful  Marine  Dining 
Room 

of  the 

EDGEWATER  BEACH 
HOTEL 


Every  Friday  Night  is 
Fraternity  Night,  also 
Northwestern  Night. 


Ted  Fiorito  and  His 
Famous  Orchestra 
Plays    Every    Night. 


Dancing  until  one  o  clock  every  Friday 


A  MID-SEASON  SAVING 

All  our  $50  Suits 
All  our$5o  Overcoats 

NOW  SELLING 


$395 


0 


All  our  $60  Suits 
All  our  $60  Overcoats 

NOW    SELLING 


$4450 


SPFj  CIA  L '^"  advance  Spring  model  in 

the  favorite  Oxford  fabric — 
with  two  trousers  I40. 

BROWNING  KING  &CO. 

Phone:  Univ.  9054  526  Davis  St. 


In  div  idua  li  ty 

Your  individuality  in  the  selec- 
tion of  clothes  is  an  index  to 
your  personality.  If  you  are 
seeking  this  individuality  you 
will  find  the  answer  in  our  new 
fabrics  and  models. 


KUPPENHEIMER 

SVITS    and    OVERCOATS 

SHIRTS      DVNLAP  HATS 

NECKWEAR         and  CAPS 

HOSIERY 


E.  S.  EHMEN 

2  Doors  North  of  Varsity  Theatre 


HIE   YOURSELF 
TO  THE 

COFFEE 
SHOP 

Chicago  Avenue  al  Davis 

FOR  A  REALLY  GOOD  MEAL 
OF   YOUR   OWN   SELECTION 

Self  Service  Operated  by  the 

North  Shore 
Hotel 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


Try  Halditk^  Tltem  Up 

For  FRANCE! 

Parenta  are  good  souls  . . .  positively  weak- 
minded  about  education.-i-Easiest  thing  in  the 
world  to  make  them  see  travel  as  a  cultural 
influence  ...  they  always  fall.  -:- And  what 
couldn't  you  do  with  a  year  of  France,  tucked 
in  between  college  and  buckling  down? 
Tell  them  you've  got  to  see  history  on  the 
hoof. . .  get  the  international  viewpoint  on  the 
spot.. .  polish  up  your  French  for  social,  pro- 
fessional or  business  purposes  . .  .  acquire  a 
European  background  for  your  American 
opinions. -:- Then,  with  a  nice  little  letter  of 
credit,  you  can  do  all  these  worthy  things ... 
and  have  the  time  of  times. 
The  French  Line  gives  you  France  from  the 
second  vou  cross  "the  longest  gangplank  in 
the  world"  at  the  New  York  end.  -:-  The  "lie 
de  France",  the  "Paris  "  and  the  "France"  are 
the  aristocrats  of  the  service  .  .  .  one  of  the 
three  sails  each  Saturday.  -:-If  finances  have 
to  be  carefully  considered,  the  first  two  have 
Tourist  Third  Class  accommodations.  -:-  The 
"De  Grasse" and  the  " Rochambeau" . . .  cahin. 
liners . . .  are  favorites  with  the  after-college  set. 

Mnformation  from  any  authorised  French  Line  Agent 
or  tcrite  direct  to  19  Stale  Street,  l<leic  York  City 

French  Line  Officers  and  Stewards  Converse  in  English 


First  Bum:  "Why  all  de  weeps,  Reg- 
gie?" 

Second  Bum:  "Heck!  I  just  found 
out  I  coulda  been  a  musician  in  only 
twenty  easy  lessons." 

Yellow  Crab. 


"What  is  the  best  time  for  a  fraternity' 
man  to  go  to  bed." 

"Whenever  there's  no  one  in  his  bed." 
Utah  Cr'iDison. 


The  prize  geology  student  of  the  year 
is  the  freshman  that  described  a  mean- 
dering stream  as  being  in  the  Early 
Romin  stage  of  development. 

Flamingo. 


106  WEST  LAKE  STREET 
CHICAGO 

Throughout  February 

We  Offer  the  Overcoat 
Value  of  the  Year  at 


*35 


00 


VALUES  TO  $75.00 

Single  and  Double  Breasted  Dress  Coats 
Single  Breasted  University  Style       " 
Beautiful  Ulsters  of  Import  Fabric 
Spring  Styles  Noti'  on  Display 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


Ophelia:     "Y'know,  Rastus,  she  has 
a  beautiful  countenance." 

Rastus:       "Countenance?        Is     that 
what  they  call  it  now?" 

Rammer-]  ammcr. 


Sam  (making  getaway  from  hen 
house)  :  "Why  d'yo  s'pose  dem  flies  is 
following  us?" 

Jim:  "Keep  a  travelin',  nigger,  dem 
is  buckshot." 

hyre. 


She:     "Life  is  but  a  dream " 

He:      "And    you    one   of    the    night- 
mares in  it." 

PHt  Panther. 


Dean:  "Don't  you  know  you 
shouldn't  play  strip  poker?" 

Sweet  Young  Thing:  "Oh,  it's  per- 
fectly all  right.  It's  not  really  gam- 
bling." 

Dean:     "What!" 

S.  Y.  T. :  "No;  you  see  we  get  our 
clothes  back." 

Utah   Crimson. 


Sambo  (to  Rastus,  deep  in  thought)  : 
"Hey,  Moon-face,  what  is  you  doin' 
there?" 

Rastus:  "Don't  bother  me,  black  boy, 
Ize  reflectin'." 

Pointer. 


_]  i,.,;  i_|  i^,|  U4  w  U  M  L-. 


DINE  AND  DANCE 

AT  TOE=»         ^^'■'^'^ 

LIMEHOIISE 


1561  Howard  Street 

One  Block  Kast  of  "L" 

A  most  delightful  place — 

Close  to  the  Campus — 

To  have  dinner  and  spend 
the  evening  dancing — 

or  come  at  9  p.m.  to  dance  to 

Jerry  Potter's  Famous  Orchestra 

No  Cover  Charge 


Friday  Nite  is — 

NORTHWESTERN  NIGHT" 

— College — Fraternity  Songs — 


More  Fun  —  "at  the  Limehouse'" 


D 


JH 


D" 

Sporting  Goods 

for  the  Sportive  Student 

Crew-neck  sweaters  as  only  Spalding  can 
make.  Ice  skates,  hockey  sticks,  toboggans, 
skating  socks,  and  toques.  Every  season 
brings  a  complete  line  of  new  sporting  goods. 

Visit  our  Second  Floor  Athletic  Department 
for  everything  in  the  line  of  sports. 


Chdx\3iefs 

i*Jvunf-airv  Square  ♦     ^ 

Student  Headquarters  Since  1895 


D_ 


PATRONIZE    PARROT    AD VERTI  SERS  — THE Y     HAVE 
THE    BEST    OF    WHAT    YOU    WANT 
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anc^BruYisioick  Records   ^  / 


FlRSt 


527  DAVIS  ST. 

Tkie  entravT-ce  to  tke 
T^fortK  SKore  9^otel 


P  U  R  P  L  E^P  A  R  ROT 


Delicious  and  Refreshing 


ONE   SOUL  WITH  BUT 
A    SINGLE  THOUGHT- 
TO    PAUSE     AND 
REFRESH    HIMSELF 
AND  NOT   EVEN  A 
GLANCE     FROM 
THE  JTAG    LINE 


8 


-^^  'S*      Enough's  enough  and  loo 

flP^/  much  is  not  necessary.    Work 

hard  enough  at  anything  and 
you've  got  to  stop.   That's  where 
Coca-Cola  comes  in.    Happily, 
there's  always  a  cool  and  cheerf  u 
place  around  the  corner  from  any- 
where. And  an  ice-cold  Coca- 
Cola,  with  that  delicious  taste 
and  cool   after-sense  of  refresh- 
ment, leaves  no  argument  about 
when,  where  —  and  how  —  to 
pause  and  refresh  yourself. 

The  Coca-Cola  Company,  Atlanta,  Ga. 


M  ILLION 
A   DAY 


/ 


YOU  CAN'T  BEAT  THE 
PAUSE  THAT  REFRESHES 


I  T 


HAD 


T  O 


B   E 


GOOD 


T  O 


GET 


WHERE 


I   T 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


Yo 


ou  can  make 
your  basket 
after  college^  too 

Is  it  so  different  after  all — this  world 
beyond  the  campus  gates? 

Men  in  industry  have  their  baskets 
to  shoot  at.    They  have  their 
scores  to  make.  Not  on  regulation 
courts,  perhaps ;  but  what  of  that  ? 
The  principle  is  the  same. 


The  five  man  Varsity  becomes  the 
five  thousand,  or  fifty  thousand,  man 
industrial  organization. 

Not  one  opponent,  but  dozens,  press 
in  on  all  sides.  From  colloidal  solutions 
to  coordination  of  personnel,  from  elec- 
tronic phenomena  to  fundamental  com- 
mercial trends,  the  battle  goes  on. 

Plenty  of  chances  for  the  man 
with  the  mental  training  to  match 
his  wits  against  the  questions  of 
the  day  1 


Aunt  Polly  Announces  Her 
Own  Class  Schedule 


COLLEGE  OF  LIBEL  ACTS 

Second  Semester  Schedule,  February  11,  1929  to  June  17,  1929 

Department 

Course 

No. 

Subject 

Time  of  Class 
Meeting 

Instructor 

Building    and    Room 

ADOLESCENT 
THIEVERY 

AA 

Fundamentals  of  Colloidal  Porch 
Climbing 

11:30  P.  M.  Nightly 

Mr.  Earnshaw 

D.  G.  House 

A2 
A3 

Independent  Research  in  Ladder 

T.,  Thur.,  2  A.  M. 
All  day,  Every  day 

Mr.  Simms 
Mr.  Eldridge 

K.  K.  G.  House 
Public  Office 

Public  Graft  and  Lot  Drawing .  .  . 

A4 

Principles  of  Marketing  Bootleg 
Liquor 

Every  night 

Jim  Ofnoa  Vail 

S.  A.  E.  House 

SIGHCOLOGY 

AA 

Interpretations    of   Antediluvian 
Depravity 

Noon,  daily 

Miss  Coyle 

Andrews' 

A2 

Evolution    of    the    Deliquescent 
D.,U 

Dec.  18,  '28 

Miss  Hoi  man 

D.  U.  House 

AO 

.Advanced  Snare  Drumming 

8-6  Daily 

Mr.  Al.  Church 

Publications  Office 

029 

Social  Aspects  of  Undergraduates 
Imbecility  Seminar 

M.,T.,\V.,Th.,F.,S., 
Sun.,  4  A.  M. 

Mr.  Vanderwicken 

Wrangler  House 

AS 

Cultivation     and     Care    of    the 
Soprano  Voice 

M.,W.,F.,  3  A.  M. 

Mr.  Lamey  Rogers 

Leo's 

B6 

Principles  'of   the    Inhalation   of 
Free  Lunch 

Sat.  Night 

Mr.  Ed.  Hahn 

The  Studio 

SOCIAL  VICE 

AA 

Cultivation  of  Medieval  Hair.  . 

By  App't. 

Mr.  Sandegren 

Daily  Ofl^ce 

A 

To  be  announced  later 

Miss  Onsrud 

D.  G.  House 

History  of  Perversive  Thought  U2 

Sum.  Sch.  only 

Miss  Chase 

Fi  Delt  House 

X6 

Recent    Developments    in    Sup- 

3  P.  M.  Tues. 

Mr.  Creal 

Alpha  Phi  House 

AA 

Mr.  Eddie  Martin 

Y.  M.  C.  A.  Office 

U2 

Seminar  in  Indecent  Exposure .  .       1  A,  M.  daily 

Mr.  Sanford 

Stigma  Noo  House 

F13 

Theories  of  Accuracy  in  Renais- 
sance Tobacco  Borrowing 3  P.  M. 

Miss  Aby 

A.  Gamma  Delta  H'se 

R  ROT 


"What  brand  of  cigarettes  do  you  smoke?" 

Morie  Star:  "Tell  you  later.     I'm  holding  out  for  mc 


noney. 


The  Vaudevillians  Converse 
on  the  Street 

"Hello  there,  Jerry,  how  are  you  feel- 
ing?" 

"Hi,  Tom,  you  ask  me  how  I  am  feel- 

"Sure,  how  are  you  feeling,  Jerry?" 

"With  my  fingers." 

"Ha-ha-ha,  that's  a  good  one.  How 
are  your  wife  and  children,  Jerry?" 

"You  want  to  know  how  my  wife  and 
children  are,  eh,  Tom?" 

"That's  it,  Jerry." 

"Well,  they're  thriving,  Tom." 

"Are  your  children  getting  along  well 
in   school?" 

"In  school?  You  should  see.  In  his- 
tory they  are  first,  in  Geography  they 
place  second,  and  in  Physiology  they're 
perfect  specimens.  " 

"Are  they  good  at  Arithmetic?" 

"Are  they  GOOD  at  arithmetic? 
Why,  Tom,  you  should  see  my  children 
multiply." 

"Ha-ha-ha.  Well,  toodle-doo.  I'll  be 
seeing  you." 

"Toodle-doo.  I'll  be  seeing  you, 
Tom." 

D.  P.  If. 


Thru  a  Pi  Phi  Key-Hole 

"Yes,  dearie,  you'd  better  get  a  quart, 
anyway  ....  better  get  two,  I  guess, 
so  it'll  be  sure  to  go  around  .  .  .  . 
What  ?  .  .  .  .  Yeh,  better  get  some- 
thing to  go  with  it,  too.  There's  a  deli- 
catessen right  next  door  to  the  place. 
.  .  .  .  Yeh,  third  from  the  corner. 
And  have  him  wrap  it  up  good,  so  it 
doesn't  drip  on  your  clothes,  and  so  no- 
body ....  Well,  I  don't  know, — 
wait  a  minute.  .  .  .  Oh,  girls,  do  we 
want  chocolate  or  strawberry  ? 

c. 


HEHl    HEH! 

Railroad  Engineer — "Yep,  I  built  this 
radio  set  all  by  myself.  Bill!" 

Bill — "I  believe  it;  she  whistles  for 
ever\"  station !" 


CARD  TRICKS 

For  thirty  minutes  he  had  tried. 

To  win  at  solitaire. 
1  stopped  and  queried  nicely, 

"Pray  tell,  how  do  you  fare?" 
"I  can  not  get  the  ace  of  clubs." 

He  said,  "I'll  try  no  more." 
1  laughed.     "No  wonder,"  I  replied, 

"The  ace  is  on  the  floor." 


At  the  Bar 

Apologies  to  Tennyson 

Sunset  and  the  evening  star, 
And  one  REAL  date  for  me! 
And  may  he  have  a  foreign  car, 
A  good  fraternity. 

But  such  a  man  as  moving  seems  asleep. 

Or  one  too  full  of  foam, 

Was  never  meant  for  me  and  I  would 

creep 
Back  again  home. 

Twilight  and  then — oh  well — 

What  happens  in  the  dark? 

And  mav  there  be  romance  in  our  fare- 
well. 

When  others  hark. 

But  though  I  wait  within  this  solemn 
place 

And  search  both  near  and  far, 

I  only  hope  to  see  that  hero's  face. 

Though  dimly,  at  the  bar  .... 


In  the  "Dumps" 

Apologies  to  Browning 

My  car's  lost  a  spring 
And  silent 's  the  horn; 
Dating  at  seven 
And  earth   is  dew-pearled, 
The  wettest  old  thing! 
My  dollars  are  worn. 
Wish  I  were  in  heaven — 
All's  wrong  with  the  world. 

Sunny. 


"Let's  go  for  a   walk  by   the  gravel  pit." 
"All  right;  if  you  think  you'll  get  a  little 
bolder." 


PURPLE 


A  R  ROT 


"Say,  Joe,  why  is  it  that  those  girls  always  flirt  with  you  and  never  with  me?" 
"You  don't  know  the  kind  of  a  guy  I  am." 
"Neither  do  the  girls." 


Four  Stories  for  Simpletons 

THE     SHOEMAN'S     ROMANCE, 

OR  WAS  HE  ONLY  HALF- 

SOULED? 

Desperately  she  clung  to  him  ;  oh,  how 
she  loved  this  strong  shoe  mender.  What 
if  he  were  silent  and  aloof  ?  She  did 
not  care. 

"John,  John,"  she  whispered,  "kiss  me 
again." 

"Now,  honey,"  he  replied, 
be  getting  home.  This  kiss 
final." 

"Oh,  shoemaker,"  she  sighed,  "stick 
to  your  last." 

With  a  snarl  of  rage  he  knocked  her 
down  and  kicked  her  in  the  face.  "Guess 
that  will  be  awl,"  he  murmured. 


"I    must 
must    be 


OR  THE  LAST  DRAG  THAT 
KILLED  THE  VARSITY 

The  football  guard  was  smoking  an 
unusual  and  untimely  cigarette.  It  be- 
gan to  grow  perceptibly  shorter.  It  de- 
creased and  decreased  in  size.  Finalh 
he  inhaled  deeply  and  with  a  slight 
movement  the  cigarette  split  up  the  mid- 
dle. It  was  the  last  draw  that  broke  the 
Camel's  back. 


WATCH  FOR  THE  TRAP 
IN  THIS  ONE 

One  summer  afternoon  there  were 
two  golfers,  playing,  as  golfers  will  do, 
at  a  golf  match.  The  game  was  very 
close,  and  as  they  approached  the  eight- 
eenth green  they  were  even  up.  The 
first  player  sunk  his  putt  for  a  par  four, 
leaving  the  second  a  short  putt  for  a  tie. 
However,  for  some  unknown  biological 
reason,  the  first  emitted  a  loud  sneeze  at 
the  exact  moment  the  second  was  put- 
ting. Of  course,  the  latter  missed  the 
cup,  and  so  with  a  terrible  cry  of  rage 
he  drew  back  his  putter  and  slew  the 
other.  In  due  course  of  time  he  was 
captured,  brought  up  for  trial,  and 
finally  sentenced  to  be  hung.  On  the 
day  of  his  execution  he  was  brought 
forth  from  his  cell  and  placed  on  the 
scaffold. 

"Prisoner,"  said  the  warden, 
your  last  request?" 

"Well,"    replied   the   golfer, 
take  a  few  practice  swings?" 


hat  is 
I 


may 


WHERE  DID  HE  GET  HIS  CUE? 

He    walked    along    with    his    hands 

placed   far  into  his  pockets,   meditating 

deeply  upon  the  futility  of  banking.     No, 


he  was  not  a  bank  president ;  he  was  the 
pool  and  billiards  champion  of  the  north 
side.  Suddenly  a  bullet  whizzed  past  his 
ear.  With  a  snarl  he  executed  an  about 
face  and  shouted  the  saving  words: 
"Call  your  shots,  fellow!" 


YES!  BY  GUM 
\'  es !     By  gum  ! 
I'm  happ\' ; 
^  es  1     By  gum  ! 
I  m  gay ; 
I  oughta  be. 
By  golly ! 
This  is 
Homecoming  Day ! 

Proud?     Right-o! 

By  goll\- ! 

Satisfied? 

Yes  !    By  gum  ! 

I  just  paid. 

Ten  bucks  to  a 

Little  girl. 

To  build  the 

Stadium. 


"Don't  blame  me  for  being  tight,  it's 
the  Scotch  in  me,"  caroled  the  drunk  as 
he  handed  the  waiter  a  nickel. 
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e  ONE  WOMJN 


"  ^^A  /'O)   BERT,   the  man  who  marries  me  must  be   a 
Jyl    one  woman  man."    Slowly  she  slid  her  hands  up 
^'^    ^     the  lapels  of  his  coat  and  clung  there  looking  into 
his  eyes. 

"And  you,  you  are  a  one  man  woman?" 

"Bert,  I  can  love  only  one  man."  She  clenched  her  little 
fists,  and  her  eyes  glistened.  She  was  an  idealist,  Bert 
thought,  just  the  kind  of  a  girl  .  .  .  but,  she  was  saying 
more.  "And  for  the  man  I  love,  I  must  be  the  first  and  only 
one." 

"I  have  never  loved  anyone  before — " 

"Oh,  you  are  so  clever!"  she  laughed  at  him.  His  face 
assumed  a  hurt  expression  and  he  turned  away.  He  was 
rather  good  at  that  gesture.  She  reached  up,  then,  and  her 
lips  touched  his  cheek. 

"I  am  so  sorry,  Bertie,"  she  whispered.  "Now,  you  must 
go." 

The  night  wind  was  soothing  to  his  jumbled  feelings. 
Fully  a  mile  was  the  distance  between  the  sorority  houses 
and  the  men's  quad,  but  it  seemed  but  a  moment  later  that 
he  found  himself  before  the  dark  house.  He  didn't  want  to 
go  in.  His  mind  was  a  maelstrom  of  seething  thoughts. 
Inside  the  house  he'd  meet  up  with  a  session  or  have  to  listen 
to  the  jibes  of  Jack  or  Andy,  and  tonight,  well,  tonight  he 
just  couldn't  stand  that.  The  lake  called  and  offered  solace 
and  he  accepted  its  invitation. 

The  waves  beat  in  kindly  fashion  upon  the  rugged  pier  he 
found  his  way  to.  They  lapped  at  its  rotted  wood  and 
swished  over  its  corners  and  murmured  incoherent  things 
that  tasted  of  song.  The  red  moon,  which  was  late  in  rising, 
turned  the  waves  to  a  beautiful  hue. 

Bert  drank  in  the  beauty  of  the  night  and  enlikened  it  to 
the  beauty  in  body  and  thought  of  Fae.  He  remembered 
those  eyes  that  gazed  so  long  into  his  own  ;  he  remembered 
that  last  kiss  and  her  words  that  she  could  love  only  a  "one 
woman  man."  One  woman  man!  Bert  stifled  a  laugh  that 
had  sarcastic  intent  and  damned  the  intention.  She,  he  re- 
membered, was  an  idealist,  a  lovely, 
beautiful  woman  worthy  of  real 
love.  Real  love,  real  love !  How  lit- 
tle it  had  meant  to  him.  At  nine- 
teen he  considered  himself  some- 
thing of  a  roue,  a  man  about  town,  a 
college  Romeo.   Although  he  felt  no 

more  flirtatious  than  the  average  coeducated  youth  of  his 
age,  his  affairs  had  always  been,  so  he  romantically  imagined, 
quite  different  from  those  of  his  fellows.  Each  girl  he  met 
he  treated  with  a  certain  artistic,  formula-like  technique  un- 
til what  a  sordid  world  calls  love  making,  became  a  second 
nature.  He  was,  as  a  result,  in  love  with  someone  all  the 
time,  much  to  the  despair  of  his  family  and  to  the  great 
pleasure  of  his  fraternity  brothers.  Fortunately,  his  affairs 
never  lasted  very  long;  consequently  his  periods  of  bereave- 
ment were,  of  necessity,  short  lived. 
10 
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But  he  was  not  malicious.  Indeed,  it  is  doubted  if  there 
were  ever  a  more  sincere  lover.  That  is,  for  the  most  part  he 
believed  w-hat  he  said  and  was  sincere.  That  he  had  a  sense 
of  the  artistic  in  his  love-making,  that  he  saw  woman  and 
romance  as  one,  that  he  had  a  glorious  imagination,  that  he 
was  capable  of  so  acting  that  he  believed  his  art,  one  must 
admit. 

But  this  night,  as  he  stood  bareheaded  upon  the  pier,  he 
felt  he  saw  within  the  light  of  true  love.  What  a  fool  he 
had  been.  He  had  had  a  lot  of  silly  flirtations,  puppy  love 
affairs,  kid  stuff,  but  he  had  never  really  loved  anyone  be- 
fore; Fae  was  different.  Never  again  would  he  be  a  Don 
Juan.  Henceforth  the  title  of  "one-woman-man"  was  his, 
and  he  would  cherish  it.  It  would  be  Fae  and  Fae  alone. 
He  would  be  faithful  to  her  the  rest  of  his  life. 

He  turned  his  back  upon  the  lake  and  the  moon,  then,  and 
headed  for  the  house,  his  new  ambition  flaming  within  him. 
Sleep  found  him  still  imbued. 

The  ensuing  days  proved  that  he  was  a  one  woman  man. 
Girls  who  had  previously  been  bored  by  his  advances,  sud- 
denly became  interested  in  this  glowering  youth  who  dis- 
missed them  with  a  curt  nod.  In  due  time  he  received  a 
frantic  wire  from  Dorothy  whom  he  had  written  regularly 
and  passionately  since  their  affair  of  the  previous  summer, 
and  merely  laughed  it  aside  and  forgot  it.  There  was  to  be 
no  mincing  upon  his  part.  He  had  found  his  woman  and  he 
was  sticking  to  her.  Daily  he  waited  on  Fae  and  soon  be- 
came something  of  a  nuisance  at  her  boarding  house.  Rumors 
went  abroad  about  them,  bits  found  their  way  into  the  cam- 
pus scandal  sheet  which  involved  the  two  of  them,  until  it 
wasn't  long  before  theirs  became  one  of  the  leading  campus 
romances.  On  the  nights  Bert  did  not  call,  he  phoned.  Fae 
appreciated  his  faithfulness  and  praised  him  for  it.  He  had 
changed  and  improved,  she  had  said,  and  Bert  was  happy  be- 
cause of  it.     Real  love,  he  said,  was  worthwhile. 

Then  the  holidays  came  along  and  with  them,  temporar)' 
separation.  It  was  damnable  to  him  not  to  have  her  with 
him.  He  appeared  at  all  the  dances 
,  ,  and  all  the  parties  as  a  stag.    Some- 

Cl    t    C   (i         by  times  he  danced   but  two  or  three 

times  of  an  evening  and  when  he 
]^  K.  L  I  N  G  danced  his  conversation  consisted, 
for  the  most  part,  of  thoughts  on 
Fae.  He  visited  the  family  jew- 
eler's before  Christmas  and  found  her  a  bracelet  which  set 
him  back  about  a  half  month's  allowance.  He  sent  it  to  her, 
happily,  and  said  she  was  worth  it  and  was  thankful  that  he 
had  the  money  to  get  it.  She  sent  him  a  cigarette  case  and 
her  picture  and  added  that  her  love  came  with  them.  That 
settled  it.  The  picture  and  the  letters  were  the  deciding  fac- 
tors. He  just  couldn't  stand  not  seeing  her  for  another  day. 
That  night  he  telephoned  her  long  distance  and  told  her  he 
was  driving  out  to  see  her  and  that  he  would  arrive  the  next 
evening.    The  drive  was  accomplished   in   record  time   the 
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next  afternoon.  The  whole  drive  was  one  of  happiness.  He 
was  to  see  her,  his  woman.  Wouldn't  it  be  great  before  that 
open  fire-place  she  had  told  him  about?  Just  the  two  of 
them,  on  a  big  sofa,  alone  and  happy.  Wouldn't  it  be  great 
to  hold  her  in  his  arms  again  and  tell  her  that  she  was  ador- 
able and  that  he  loved  her  and  always  would  ?  He  could  see 
her  now,  maybe  in  that  blue  dress  he  liked  so  well,  looking 
into  h  i  s  eyes  and 
telling  him  that  he 
was  a  peach  to 
come  so  far  to  see 
her.  Happiness,  it 
was  unbounded. 

He  found  the 
house  all  right.  It 
was  just  as  she 
had  told  him  it 
would  be,  a  1  o  w, 
old  English  type 
house  with  a  great 
sweeping  roof,  set 
far  back  from  the 
r  o  a  d  w  a  y.  The 
lights  of  the  house 
were  all  doing 
duty,  seemingly, 
as  he  ran  his  car  to 
the  curb  and 
clambered  out  and 
up  the  walk  and 
steps  to  the  door. 
He  rang  the  bell 
and  waited  breath- 
lessly, happily, 
aching  to  hold  her 
in  his  arms.  The 
door  opened  and 
there  she  was,  his 
Fae. 

"Fae!"  he  cried, 
"how  are  you?" 

She  failed  to 
answer,  but  her 
eyes  1  i  t  up  as  she 
said:  "Bert,  I'm  so  glad  you've  come."  It  cheered  him  to 
realize  that  she  cared  and  was  glad  to  see  him.  There  was 
something  in  this  one  man,  one  woman  business.  "You  can 
make  an  eighth  at  bridge." 

In  a  daze,  a  weak,  limp  daze,  he  entered  the  living  room 
and  there  met  six  other  men  of  his  age,  each  home  for  the 
holidays  from  a  half  dozen  colleges.  Somewhat  dismayed,  he 
joined  the  three  of  the  party  and  played  bridge.  It  was  a 
rather  poor  game,  for  all  four  were  more  interested  in  the 
other  table  where  Fae  entertained  three  more  fortunate  men. 


All  were  more  interested  in  the  other  table. 


I 


Bert  had  never  seen  her  in  such  high  spirits.    She  talked  to 

all  of  them,  called   them   friendly  little  names,   alluded  to 

mutual  secrets,  and  patted  them  all  affectionately  from  time 

to  time. 

It  was  a  funny  situation  for  old  Bert  to  be  in.   He  couldn't 

understand   it;   it   baffled  him.    What  had  he  been   doing? 

What  had  he  fallen  for?    What  a  fool  he  had  been!    The 

party  dragged  on 
and  on.  Bert  con- 
trived to  be  the 
last  to  leave,  which 
in  itself  w  a  s  no 
small  feat,  as  each 
endeavored  to  have 
the  final  word  with 
her  in  t  h  e  dimlit 
doorway.  Finally 
they  were  gone 
and  he  was  alone 
with  Fae.  He 
faced  her  and  his 
hurt  flamed  within 
him.  His  voice  was 
hoarse  with  pent- 
up  emotion. 

"Fae,"  he  cried, 
"I  thought  that 
you  were  a  one 
man  woman." 

"Bertie,  Bertie,  " 
she  whispered, 
"you  know  I  am, 
don't  you?"  She 
slid  her  hands  up 
the  lapels  of  h  i  s 
coat  and  clung 
there  as  she  looked 
into  his  eyes. 

"But,  Fae,  who 
were  all  these  other 
fellows?"  he 
queried. 

"I  have  so  many 
old  friends,  friends 

who  bore  me  a  little,   a  few  who   amuse  me,   but — "   she 

clenched  her  little  fists,  and  her  eyes  glistened,  "I  can  only 

love  one  man." 

She  was  an  idealist.   How  could  he  have  said  what  he  had. 

What  a  poor  misunderstanding  goop  he  was,  to  think,  even 

for  a  moment — that,  that,  oh,  what  utter  foolishness ! 
"And  I  love  you,  too."     His  voice  was  husky. 
"Conceited,"  she  laughed  at  him.    He  was  hurt  and  he 

looked  away.    She  reached  up,  then,  and  her  lips  touched  his 

cheeks. 
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Oh,  boys  and  girls,  January  was  a 
wonderful  month,  and  now  we  are 
started  in  this  short  little  month  all 
jammed  up  with  birthdays.  Just  think, 
George  Washington,  Abraham  Lincoln, 
Charles  Dickens  (not  a  president), 
Henry  Longfellow  (see  Eng.  Al),  St. 
Valentine  and  Ray  Assa  Kent  were  all 
born  in  February.  Or  did  they  die  in 
February? 

Of  course  the  most  notable  of  these 
celebrations  is  St.  Valentine's  day  on  the 
14th.  The  birthday  of  the  presidents 
will  be  marked  by  editorials  in  Mr. 
Zeigler's  paper  and  by  the  university  bat- 
tle flag  flaunted  from  the  window  of 
Walter's  office  in  university  hall.  But 
Valentine's  day  is  quite  another  matter. 
For  one  thing  the  Alpha  Xis  will  prob- 
ably hold  a  party  to  celebrate  the  occa- 
sion and  Kay  Chase  will  spend  a  frantic 
week  getting  dates  for  the  freshmen — 
and  many  of  the  upper  classmen. 

Valentine's  day  is  a  gala  time  for 
many  of  our  coeds.  It  gives  them  an 
opportunity  to  check  up  on  their  inno- 
cents. It  is  the  day  Gen  (note  the  "e") 
Aby  sends  roses  to  Gen  Aby  with  a  card 
enclosed,  "from  Chuck  with  regards." 

Hal  and  Pudge  just  breezed  in  mak- 
ing our  mid-January  Valentine  celebra- 
tion very  timely.  It  seems  that  the 
basketball  team  and  the  Theta  chapter 
as  represented  by  these  worthies  are  a  bit 
up  in  the  air  about  last  month's  mention 
of  their  lively  friendship  (  ?)  and  are  gun- 
ning for  Aunt  Polly.  We  gathered  our 
skirt  about  us,  gurgled  to  ourselves  and 
posed  as  a  drinking  fountain.  We  have 
escaped  once  but  what  will  happen  if  we 
aren't  wearing  our  skirt  the  next  time? 

While  on  this  extremely  morbid  sub- 
ject,  a  word  might  be  said  concerning 
the    recent    Cole- 
grove-Sims  nuptials. 
As   Miss  Colegrove 
is,  or  was,  a  Kappa 
pledge,  it  is  a  note- 
worthy affair,  for  it 
m  arks   the  closest 
the    Phi    Nu    Betas 
have    ever    come    to 
the  Kennels  of  Kay 
Kay  Gee.    It  seems  that  there  should  be 
some  better  way  of  ending  these  campus 
romances,  but  there  you  are. 
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Please,  dear  reader,  there  is  no  sig- 
nificance to  our  placing  the  following 
item  after  the  Colegrove-Sims  blurb,  but 
it  just  comes  to  our  mind  this  way. 
Eddie  Richer  after  vainly  hoping  for  a 
little  Phi  Kap  is  the  proud  father  of  two 
baby  Chi  Omegas  (twins).  Migs  Gal- 
lagher of  course  was  in  on  the  deal.  We 
knew  something  would  come  of  that 
affair. 


It  is  said  that  Miss  Foltz  of  the  Delta 
Gammas  has  acquired  a  Phi  Pi  Phi  Pi 
Phi  stop  pin.  As  this  comes  from  Roily 
Meyers,  publicity  agent,  for  the  Sher- 
man avenue  boys,  it  is  viewed  skeptically. 
No  confirmation  of  this  report  has  been 
secured  from  the  director  of  the  public 
relations  at  the  D.  G.  hutch.  Eleanor 
Kirkpatrick  of  the  latter  organization  is 
in  charge  of  the  girls'  relations  in  and 
with  the  public.  It  is  said  that  the  mar- 
riage rate  has  fallen  off  considerably 
since  Kirk  has  taken  over  the  job. 


We  hear  that  the  notorious  Ess  Finn 
attended  the  Wisconsin  Prom  with  a 
blind  date.  Yes,  people,  anything  to  be 
able  to  tell  people  that  you  have  been 
some  place ! 


When  we  were  out  on  the  coast  we 
saw  Harold  Grant,  one  of  the  UH 
fixtures  who  graduated  last  year.  He  is 
in  the  army  learning  to  fly,  but  who 
couldn't  in  California.  He  wishes  to  be 
remembered  to  all  of  his  lady  friends, 
and  said  to  tell  Betty  that  he  still  loves 
her. 


WE  PASS  THIS  ON  TO  YOU, 
BOYS 

To  Aunt  Polly: 

We,  his  respectful  brothers,  believe 
that  the  time  has  come  to  sa^"  something 
in  regard  to  the  affairs  of  the  heart  in- 
dulged in  by  our  well  known  politician 
and  athlete,  Frederick  de  Cordova. 
After  "amours"  with  Tri  Delts,  A  O 
P's,  and  Thetas,  he  has  gone  completely 
batty  over  an  Alpha  Phi.  Incidentally, 
the  name  of  the  lucky  girl  is  Virginia 
Berggren.  The  rest  we  leave  up  to  you ! 
The  Brothers  of  Phi  Kappa  Sigma. 

H'mp!  Aunt  Polly  leaves  it  up  to 
Van  Deusen. 


Gene  Husting,  the  General  Motors 
Don  Juan,  was  conspicuously  absent  at 
the  Theta  and  Kappa  formals.  After 
toying  with  the  hearts  of  both  chapters 
for  two  years,  it  has  been  proven  to 
Gene  that  a  few  snappy  lines  on  the 
bodies  are  more  effective  than  sonorous 
comments  on  the  motors. 


The  Chicago  Tribune  several  weeks 
ago  scored  a  notable  achievement  in 
presenting  to  the  general  public  a  sight 
that  is  commonly  known  only  to  North- 
western men.  Their  metropolitan  sec- 
tion ran  a  five  column  picture  of  a  select 
group  of   Gamma   Phi   Beta  limbs. 


Miss  Virginia  Berggren  continues  as 
one  of  the  most  successful  coeds'  publicity 
hounds,  being  sec- 
ond only  to  the 
charming  chairman 
of  the  junior  social 
committee.  Ever 
since  she  got  her 
start  over  a  year  ago 
by  smoking  cigarets 
for  the  Hearst  rags. 
Miss    Berggren    has 

been  successfully  following  the  limelight 
road  that  leads  to  Mortarboard.  She  has 
a  charming  way  of  attacking  the  night 
editors  of  the  Daily  with  the  result  that 
her  activities  are  before  the  public  at  all 
times.  "And  if  you  want  to  use  my 
name,  remember  that  it  has  two  'g's'," 
this  coed  Bundeson  smiles  up  at  the 
night  editor.    And  there  you  are. 


Mr.  Irv  Breger,  artist  and  student, 
announces  that  Miss  Fido  Dilg  (not  as 
in  bilge)  posed  for  this  month's  cover 
of  the  Parrot.  In  the  inner  recesses 
of  Mr.  Breger's  fourth  story  secret  studio 
on  35th  street.  Miss  Dilg  posed  for  all 
the  members  of  the  lower  sex  as  they  are 
seen  in  Breger's  striking  illustration  of 
college  life.  Al  Church  posed  for  the 
men,  while  the  professor  was  drawn  from 
life  in  Eng.  Bj. 


Aunt  Polly,  for  the  following  reasons, 
is  leaving  this  institution  of  higher 
learning: 

1.  Scrawl  has  been  discontinued. 

2.  The  beer  is  getting  fierce. 

3.  The  Athletic  department  was  too 
friendly. 

4.  The  Andrews  Bros,  have  departed. 

5.  She  is  overcut  anvhow. 

AuntPoUx. 


PARROT 


'What  kind  of  a  girl  is  Mary?" 

'Well,  she  thinks  that  slips  are  made  exclusively  for  pillows.' 


ATTENTION— MR.  FOX 

At  last  she  uttered  the  words  he  had 
longed  to  hear.  At  last,  she,  the  idol  of 
his  dreams,  had  recognized  his  existence. 
Looking  directly  into  his  eyes  she  whis- 
pered the  words  that  sent  him  into 
paroxysms  of  joy — "I  love  you,  dear." 
He  was  filled  with  an  intense  longing — 
desperately  he  maintained  his  composure. 
Invitingly  she  again  appealed  to  him — a 
voice  pregnant  with  subtlety  and  vibrant 
with  all  the  passionate  inflections  that 
the  feminine  voice  can  employ — "I  am 
for  you — for  you  alone,  dearest."  He 
arose,  unsteadily — her  arms  were  ex- 
tended— to  receive  his  embraces.  A  sea 
of  faces  opposed  his  progress — he  was 
conscious  of  striking  those  who  hindered 
him.  Blindly  he  groped — incoherently 
murmuring,  "Greta  .  .  .  Greta.  .  .  ." 
She  was  just  beyond  this  barrier,  beckon- 
ing him  on —  Fiendishly,  he  tore  at  it 
— and  she,  his  own  adored,  disappeared 
in  shreds  before  his  verv  eves. 


HOW  TO  CATCH  A  TRAIN 
By  Ferrin  If  armer 

1.  Lay  numerous  traps  along  the 
track.  Train  will  be  sure  to  fall  into 
one. 

2.  Fish  for  train  with  carload  of 
tourists  as  bait.  Train  will  go  out  of 
way  to  hit  tourists.    Will  get  caught. 

3.  Turn  all  clocks  back.  Train  will 
slow  up  for  fear  of  being  on  time.  Ap- 
ply lasso  at  this  point. 

4.  Lay  net  outside  of  station.  Have 
accomplice  run  into  station  with  suit- 
case. Train  will  start  in  order  to  get 
away  from  him.  Will  run  into  net. 
Will  get  caught. 

5.  Disguise  self  as  brakeman.  Sneak 
up  from  behind.     Catch  train. 


See — the  glittering  car 
Slowly  stop. 
Adventurous  boy. 
See — the  weary  maid 
Inviting  look. 
Expensive  toy. 
Both  drive  off. 
To  hidden  nook. 


T^ow — 

See — the  glittering  car 

Suddenly  stop. 

Too  presumptuous  boy. 

See — the  defiant  maid 

Weary  look. 

Too  expensive  toy — 


^i    11 


u 


V 


1      .    W'  \      -s  /f  ».,"  i\     "^^ 


Exasperated  one   (after  clerk   has   repeatedly   refused   his   proffered  identifications): 
'Whaddya  want  me  to  do — have  me  mither  tattoo  me  name  on  me  arm?" 
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Professors 

It  is  always  along  about  this  time  of 
the  year  that  we  begin  thinking  about 
professors.  Registration  has  just  passed 
and  we  find  ourselves  in  new  classrooms 
with  new  professors  sitting  at  the  desk 
at  the  front  of  the  room.  Each  presents 
a  new  problem.  Upon  him  depends  the 
success  of  the  course.  If  he  is  interest- 
ing, likeable,  or  interested  in  being  in- 
teresting, the  course  is  going  to  be  a  suc- 
cess. If  he  is  dull,  disagreeable,  or  un- 
mindful of  his  students,  the  course  will 
be  a  failure. 

Just  last  night,  at  our  weekly  "hash 
session"  before  the  great  fire  in  the  liv- 
ing room,  this  subject  was  brought  up 
and  fully  discussed.  One  of  the  lads 
who  will  graduate  this  June  frankly  ad- 
mitted that  there  was  but  one  course  in 
school  that  he  would  ever  remember. 
He  told  about  how  the  prof  had  inter- 
ested the  students,  and  how  he  had  in- 
fluenced the  class  by  his  teachings.  An- 
other told  of  one  of  the  courses  he  had 


liked  best,  an  English  course  under  one 
of  our  most  brilliant  professors,  and  how 
intensely  he  learned  to  dislike  the  pro- 
fessor because  of  his  being  "very,  very 
rude"  to  a  visitor  who  had  come  many 
miles  to  listen  to  his  lecture.  We  piped 
up  with  our  pet  peeve,  too,  the  one  about 
one  of  our  English  professors  of  the 
past,  whose  bitter  sarcasm  and  disgust- 
ing egotism  had  made  us  hate  to  work 
for  him.  We  felt  the  course  had  gar- 
nered us  nothing  and  that,  instead,  it 
had  hurt  us.  ^Ve  still  believe  it  for  it 
took  the  wind  from  our  sails  and  an- 
chored us,  temporarily,  in  the  middle  of 
a  calm  sea  of  utter  disgust.  But  we  re- 
membered, on  the  other  hand,  a  course 
which  netted  us  more  than  any  other 
course  we  have  ever  taken.  Just  a 
Speech  course  .  .  .  supposed  to  be  a 
snap  .  .  .  ha !  .  .  .  and  yet,  we  know 
that  no  one  ever  cut  that  course  unless 
of  dire  necessity,  and  we  know  that 
everyone  came  prepared  because  we 
wanted  to  get  all  that  professor  was  will- 
ing to  give.  He  gave  plenty  and  we  got 
plenty.  That  course  was  a  pleasure.  It 
is  one  we  will  never  forget.  We  wish 
there  were  more  like  them. 

Professors  ?  You  bet  .  .  .  they  mean 
a  lot;  we  wish  to  goodness  that  more  of 
them  realized  it. 
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We  Propose 


We  cannot  forget  Scrawl!  There  is 
no  mistaking  it ;  we  miss  the  little  maga- 
zine. Somehow  or  other  we  feel  as  if 
there  has  been  something  lost,  as  if 
school  is  lacking  in  a  something  that  it 
should  possess.  Please  do  not  misunder- 
stand this  bit  of  writing.  It  is  not  an- 
other debauch  over  the  literary  maga- 
zine which  now  lies  restlessly  in  its 
grave.  It  is  merely  the  mutterings  of 
an  inner  desire  that  wishes  to  be  satis- 
fied. 

We  honestly  believe  that  there  should 
be  an  outlet  for  creative  writing  at 
Northwestern  University.  There  should 
be  some  medium  through  which  the  lit- 
erarily  inclined  can  reach  the  campus 
audience.  There  should  be  a  magazine 
upon  this  campus  whose  sole  objective  is 
to  increase  respect  for  that  which  is  in- 
tellectual and  cultural.  We  feel  it 
sadly.  We  recognize  it  on  the  campus 
entirely  too  much.  Too  much  thought 
is  placed  upon  football  and  basketball 
and  too  little  upon  the  bigger  things  in 
life.  What  are  we  going  to  do  about 
it?    What  can  be  done? 

What  we  propose  is  this :  A  literary 
suppleme7it  to  the  Daily  Northwestern! 
Where  else  could  it  fit  in  better  ?  Sup- 
pose that  every  Wednesday  edition  con- 
tained an  extra  page  or  two  extra  pages 
which  were  devoted  entirely-  to  the  cul- 
tural parts  of  our  college  life.     Stories, 


articles,  reviews,  criticisms  on  art  and 
the  theatre,  all  could  find  their  places  in 
such  pages  as  these.  The  layout  could 
be  similar  to  the  Chicago  Evening  Post's 
literary  supplement.  It  would  really  be 
a  good  attempt.  It  would  be  unique. 
It  would  be  worthwhile  and  would  fill 
our  want.  We  wish  it  could  be  incor- 
porated immediately.    It  would  make  the 


Daily  Northwestern  a  greater  news- 
paper, and  would  find  much  favor  with 
the  students  of  the  campus. 

It  is  but  a  suggestion.  We  hope 
Sandegren  thinks  it  worthwhile  and  that 
Mattheis  doesn't  shake  his  head  and  say 
"Nope,  it  would  cost  too  much!"  for 
we're  all  for  it. 


Hell  Week 

It  ain't  so  long,  buddy,  says  us'n  to 
our  little  roommate,  before  you  will  be 
aseething  and  aburning  in  the  fires  of 
Hades.  Hell  week  is  upon  us,  and  so 
we're  going  to  say  a  word  or  so  about  it. 
These  days  so  many  people  are  branding 
that  harmless  little  pastime  as  one  of  the 
great  ills  of  college  that  we  must  up  and 
take  a  laugh  at  their  expense.  Let  it  be 
known   far   and   wide  that   to   us   Hell 


Week  is  something  that  should  never  be 
banished.  We  look  back  upon  it  now 
and  feel  tears  on  our  eyelids  as  we 
reminisce.  It  was  a  grand  and  glorious 
experience.  One  solid  week  of  Hell! 
One  solid  week  of  wakefulness.  One 
solid  week  of  trousers  that  never  cooled. 
One  solid  week  of  being  grossly  uncom- 
fortable! And  now  .  .  .  years  and  years 
to  laugh  at  what  happened,  to  grin  with 
delight  at  the  memory  of  crawling  from 
the  top  floor  to  the  cellar,  to  smile  at 
the  distress  that  was  ours  along  about 
the  last  night.  Hell  week!  Ha!  It 
is  Heaven  in  our  memories ! 


Just  Ahead 

Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  we  petition 
you  to  remember  that  just  ahead  of  you 
is  Spring!  Spring!  Glorious  month  of 
warm  breezes !  Wonderful  days  of 
beaming  sunshine!  Moonlight!  The 
beautiful  lake!  And  .  .  .  loads  and 
loads  and  loads  of  things.  It  is  glorious. 
It  is  wonderful.  It  is  the  grandest  part 
of  the  whole  year  and  we  want  to  be 
the  first  to  proclaim  it  in  1929!  Fresh- 
men, you've  seen  N.  U.  in  the  Fall,  and 
N.  U.  under  a  blanket  of  Wintry  snow, 
but  when  the  buds  begin  to  sprout  and 
the  grass  begins  to  show  its  color,  then 
you'll  know  Northwestern  as  you'll  al- 
ways want  to  know  Northwestern. 
Spring!    Welcome! 

PV.  H.  Fetridge. 
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POLLY'S  CRACKERS 

The  author  of  this  month's  short  story  is  none  other  than  dear  old  Kirk  Earnshaiu,  Junior  (ex).  Scribbler,  Purple  Key, 
Republican,  Scholar.  We  know  you'll  like  The  One  Woman  Man  because  it  is  strangely  collegiate,  strangely  true  to  life. 
Perhaps  there  is  no  one,  no,  sub,  no  one  hereabouts  who  is  more  capable  of  telling  us  what  goes  on  in  the  collegiate  mind 
than  is  Kirk.  He's  been  around,  dated  Delta  Gammas,  lived  at  Bob  and  Ernie's,  and  has  listened  to  the  enlightened  Creal 
speak  his  pieces.  Consequently,  when  we  asked  Kirk  to  go  ahead  and  write  us  a  good  short  story,  we  weren't  one  bit  per- 
turbed, but  sat  serenely  by  until  it  ambled  into  our  office.  And  it  satisfied.  Want  to  know  more  about  Kirk?  Well,  in  the 
first  place,  he's  been  the  best  publicity  man  this  school  has  seen  in  many  a  day,  he's  written  many  of  the  editorials  for  the 
Daily,  he's  been  a  night  editor  for  the  said  publication,  and  an  associate  editor  of  the  Parrot.  Writing  all  the  time  seems 
to  have  been  his  j-/ron^  suit.  Anyway,  we  were  doggone  sorry  when  we  heard  that  he  had  resigned  (ahem,  ahem)  from 
school  in  order  to  take  up  a  job  with  the  ChiAmerican.  But  he  has.  So  we  bid  him  adieu  and  hope  that  he'll  find  time  to 
send  us  some  more  of  his  contribs,  anyway.   What  say?   Huh? 

Two  new  associate  editors  appear  upon  our  masthead  this  issue,  Richard  Oldberg,  and  £.  //  .  Runden,  Jr.  We 
welcome  them  and  wish  you  to  know  of  their  success.  Both  are  sophomores.  Both  are  deserving  of  the  new  titles,  and  we 
want  you  to  know  it.  Huh?  Who  are  they?  Wal,  in  the  fust  place,  Richard  spells  Dick;  Oldberg  seems  familiar  as  the 
name  of  one  of  the  distinguished  professors.  Uh  huh,  this  is  his  offspring.  And  he  brought  his  boy  up  not  to  play  music, 
but  with  a  particular  aptitude  for  sonnets  and  humor.  We  realize  that  it  is  too  bad  that  he's  a  Scribbler,  and  all  that,  but 
then  .  .  .  aw,  quit  .  .  .  yeh.  Anyhow,  after  four  issues  ofgood  demonstrations  he  has  arisen  and  shall  remain  arissed 
until  further  notice. 

And  the  other  feller,  E.  If .  Runden,  Jr.,  which  is  only  Andy  in  pure  unadulterated  American,  finds  the  new  title  after 
his  name  due  to  his  uncanny  knowledge  of  the  mechanics  of  the  printing  of  the  magazine.  He  has  been  a  sort  of  power  behind 
the  throne,  writing  bits  here  and  there,  editing,  suggesting,  proofing,  etcetera,  etcetera,  and  doing  it  all  in  such  princely  fash- 
ion that  we  decided  to  elevate  him,  too.  Him?  A  Beta,  a  sophomore,  a  jokester  de  luxe,  and  a  real  clown  with  a  pen  or  any- 
way you  wish.    You'll  like  his  stuff  more  and  more,  which  is  exactly  what  you're  agonna'  get.   But — 

Anon! 
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Almost  Immoral 

With  slippers  weary  and  worn, 

With  eyelids  heavy  as  lead, 

A  coed  sat  in  collegiate  rags 

Sipping  her  Dago  Red. 

Gripe,  Gripe,  Gripe. 

Sitting   'mid   oilclothed    tables 

With  a  date  that  turned  out  to  be  tripe, 

She  sang  the  "Song  of  the  Stables." 

II 

"Drink,  Drink,  Drink 

'Til  the  cock  is  crowing  aloof. 

And  Drink,  Drink,  Drink 

'Til  the  stars  shine  through  the  roof. 

It's  hell  to  be  depraved 

And  smile  with  a  barbarous  smirk. 

A  woman  has  never  a  soul  to  be  saved 

In  all  this  dirty  work." 

Ill 

Drink,  Drink,  Drink 

'Til  the  brain  begins  to  swim. 

Drink,  Drink,   Drink 

'Til  the  eyes  are  heavy  and  dim. 

Bottles  and  glasses  and  ice. 

My  nonchalance  is  supreme 

'Til  over  the  drinks  I   fall  asleep 

And  then  drink  on  in  a  dream. 


Ode  to  a  Gum-Chewing 
Co-Ed 

Chewing  gum,  chewing  gum, 
Chewed  the  whole  day  long, 
Brings  to  mind  a  moo-moo  cow. 
Powerful,   big  and   strong. 

But  yet  betwixt  the  cow  and  maid 
A  difference  can  be  seen  ; 
For  while  the  cow  its  cud  it  chews 
It  has  a  thoughtful  mien. 

Ill'  Breger. 


Whoopee ! 

A  passionate  sheik  from  Typhoon 
Tried  his  amorous  tactics  too  soon  ; 
Though  the  girl  was  not  slow, 
She  was  careful,  and  so 
He  got  out  and  got  under  the  moon. 
C. 


Scotchy 

As  may  be  learned  from  ancient  rec- 
ords, the  students  at  the  U.  of  Edin- 
burgh are  the  happiest  and  most  col- 
legiate in  the  world.  They  get  tight  at 
birth,  and  the  ensuing  jag  lasts  a  life- 
time. (And  no  hangovers!) 
16 


"Who  are  you?" 

"Fatitna." 

"Good;  I'm  a  cigarette  holder.' 
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DRAMA 


By 

Darre/l 

Ware 


This  peculiar  month  we  are  bringing 
you  four  reviews.  There's  a  couple  of 
things  in  town  which  we  have  left  alone 
as  yet,  due  to  exam-worries  and  so  forth. 
But  if  you're  really  interested  in  unre- 
\  iewed  shows  you  may  take  a  desperate 
chance  and  see  one  without  first  getting 
our  attitude. 

We  watched  Mitzi  blossom  forth  in 
her  Christmas  gift  to  Chicago,  Lovely 
Lady,  and  Mitzi  rather  charmed  us. 
"We  thought  that  she  wasn't  good-look- 
ing, that  she  was  far  too 
broad  for  a  person  in  the 
spot-light,  and  that  she 
didn't  show  any  special 
singing  or  dancing  ability, 
but  she  always  speaks  her 
lines  in  a  cute  manner  and  you  forget 
all  else  because  of  that. 

The  principals  are  good,  and  the  music 
is  a  step  or  two  above  passable.  Lovely 
Lady,  "One  Step  to  Heaven"  and 
"Breakfast  in  Bed"  are  the  best  songs, 
and  all  of  them  are  good  for  dancing, 
which  the  chorus  does  to  perfection. 

The  breakfast  in  bed  scene  with  the 
unmarried  couple  is  a  riot,  as  might  be 
expected,  and  it  is  the  best  thing  in  the 
show — beyond  the  Albertina  Rasch  unit 
which  steps  up  and  down  gracefully. 
The  Garrick  was  packed,  of  course,  and 
the  crowd  was  extremely  enthusiastic. 
The  Mar  Song  opened  the  Sunday 
after  vacation  started  at  Christmas,  so 
we  were  right  there  when  the  curtain 
went  up  on  Mr.  Jessel  the  soldier,  who 


is  not  as  good  as  Mr.  Jessel  the  Jazz 
Singer  by  blocks  and  all  other  measure- 
ments. He's  minus  a  vehicle  here,  be- 
cause this  piece  is  only  done  up  to  be 
sure-fire  stuff.  It  lets  fall  on  you  weep- 
ing mothers,  low  comedy,  trench  scenes 
and  valiant  climaxes  just  when  they 
should  be  dropped.  It  is  a  typically  nice 
mannered  little  offspring  in  a  day  when 
offsprings  are  much  more  loved  if  they 
act  up  originally  now  and  then. 


And  its  so  darned  untimely.  We're 
fed  up  with  war  stuff  now,  but  eight 
years  ago  we  would  have  raved  about 
the  show.  We've  seen  every  movie  ex- 
plain its  otherwise-unexplainable  sit- 
uations by  recourse  to  the  war;  we've 
seen  battles  on  the  lields,  in  the  air,  un- 
der water,  on  the  surface,  behind  the 
front,  in  the  factories,  in  the  cities  and 
the  rural  districts  until  we're  getting 
just  a  little  fed  up  on  war  shows.  The 
fact  that  it  is  a  comedy  doesn't  help  a 
bit,  because  we've  been  subjected  to  war 
comedies  too,  plenty  of  'em. 

Jessel  wise-cracks  to  perfection  for  a 
couple  minutes  at  the  start  of  the  sec- 
ond act,  but  that's  all.  Visit  the  Harris 
after  you've  seen  all  else. 

Ah,  but  next  door  to  George  is  a 
dandy  little  actress — Helen  Hayes,  who 
is  the  coquette  in  Coquette  at  the 
Selwyn,  and  everybody  of  any  taste 
theatrically  whatsoever  is  bound  to  re- 
spect this  performance.  It  has  humor 
and  pathos.  It  has  thrills  and  excite- 
ment, and  it  contains  its  moments  of 
pure,  distilled  drama  which  few  shows 
boast. 

Through  it  all  Helen  Hayes,  as  the 
girl  who  tossed  a  line  the  size  of  a  cable 
and  caught  a  lot  of  trouble,  dominates 
the  cast.  From  her  first  speech  Helen 
commands  the  audience,  and  the  ex- 
cellent work  of  her  supporting  cast  is 
made  pale  by  her  ability. 

You  see,  Helen  plays  around  with  a 
disreputable  towner  way  down  south 
where  decent  families  exterminate  dis- 
reputable towners,  and  that's  just  what 
happens.  Daddy  shoots  up  a  perfectly 
good  leading  man,  and  drives  daughter 
to  desperate  straits. 

Be  there  and  suffer  it  all.  That  cast 
makes  you  just  love  to  suffer. 

Hello  Yourself  said  hello  last  night, 
and  altho  Fred  of  the  Trib  says  he  likes 
it  this  morning,  I  can't  help  but  say  that 
I'm  disappointed  in  him.  The  movie 
critic  of  the  same  paper  is  accustomed 
to  saying:  "You  see  stars"  .  .  .  . 
Well  I  say  the  same  thing  ....  and 
the  stars  are  where  this  collegiate  show 
falls  down. 

It  was  never  even   remotely  exposed 


to  a  college ;  its  people  are  not  collegiate; 
its  atmosphere  is  not  collegiate,  and  its 
moving  figures  are  far  from  it.  The 
chorus  is  an  all-American  collection  of 
homely  girls  who  dance  only  fairly  well. 
The  sole,  fetching  figure  is  a  little  half- 
pint  lass  who  wears  big  bows  on  her 
slippers  and  makes  the  audience  really 
groan  with  surpressed  desires.  Outside 
of  that  the  stock  of  sex  appeal  at  the 
Cohens  is  in  bad  shape. 


Hello  Yourself  took  everything  from 
Good  News  that  it  could  except  those 
things  which  make  the  above  show  the 
wow  that  it  is.  They  couldn't  steal  the 
originality  and  they  failed  to  get  the 
music  or  the  same  cast. 

It  is  a  question  of  whether  Waring's 
Pennsylvanians  made  or  saved  the  show, 
but  I  think  they  rescued  it.  Without 
their  perfectly  trained  voices  and  knock- 
down-and-drag-out  musical  ability,  the 
show  couldn't  have  passed  the  footlights. 
But  the  first  night  crowd  broke  good 
wrist-watches  in  clapping  for  the  lads 
from  the  dirty  coal  country. 

"You've  Got  a  Way  With  You"  has 
a  nice  way  of  its  own  as  far  as  the  music 
goes,  and  "Sa^'  That  You  Love  Me" 
also  is  pushed  hard.  Both  are  nice  songs 
which  ought  to  drag  in  about  one  one- 
thousandth  of  the  revenue  which  was 
The  "drag's" — and  Good  News. 

Most  of  the  shows  we  reviewed  last 
month  ran  away  before  the  new  Parrot 
appeared.  You  see,  we  get  handed  in 
about  the  fifteenth  and  we  don't  appear 
till  into  the  new  month.  Hence  shows 
which  have  no  more  decency  than  to 
sneak  away  while  we're  being  printed 
are  only  cutting  their  own  throats,  since 
you  won't  go  until  after  the  Parrot  has 
cawed  again,  or  whatever  it  is  a  Parrot 
does  except  swear. 

You  may  have  noticed  that  our  style 
isn't  really  technical.  Mr.  Editor  pur- 
posely chose  us  because  we  were  inno- 
cent of  technicality.  Hence  these  re- 
views are  just  the  opinion  of  one  man, 
much  like  those  of  the  other  critics — 
Donaghey,  Stevens,  Leslie.  We're  called 
the  "Big  Four"  now;  If  another  good 
critic  appears  we  may  let  him  in  too, 
though  chances  are  very  slim. 
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The  Boys  of  the  Northwestern  Railroad  Singing  "Go  U  Northwestern" — The  Chicagoan 
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How  to  Rate  Straight  A's 

1.  Study  like  hell,  hold  up  your  hand 
to  recite  at  every  opportunity,  date  a  Phi 
Bete  (if  you  are  willing  to  sink  that 
low),  and  do  your  cramming  during  the 
last  three  weeks  instead  of  the  last  three 
hours. 

2.  Present  your  profs  with  cigars, 
candy  and  whatnots,  mentioning  your 
appreciation  of  their  untiring  efforts  in 
helping  you  to  become  a  man  perhaps 
as  worthy  as  themselves. 

3.  Take  each  of  your  profs  out  on  a 
wild  party— one  at  a  time,  of  course — 
get  him  into  a  compromising  situation, 
and  then  blackmail  him  out  of  an  A  at 
least.  If  he  is  unwilling  to  go,  intercept 
his  correspondence  until  you  find  some- 
thing that  will  serve  your  purpose. 
(Perhaps  an  overdue  bill  from  his 
tailor. ) 

4.  Make  up  your  whole  schedule  fr6m 
subjects  in  the  school  of  speech. 

5.  Become  engaged  to  the  daughter  of 
Prexy  or  the  Dean,  and  let  it  be  known 
that  as  soon  as  you  are  dropped  out  of 
school  you  will  be  married.  The  afore- 
said gentleman  (?)  will  then  find  a 
way  of  helping  you  to  live  on  your  own 
family  as  long  as  possible.  (Note:  if 
neither  of  these  men  have  appropriate 
daughters,  look  up  the  families  of  the 
lesser  lights,  in  the  order  of  their  im- 
portance.) 

6.  Go  to  a  school  where  A  means  ab- 
normal. 

P.  C. 
Editor's  Note:   We  have  just  learned 
that  Mr.  C  flunked  out  in  every  subject 
except  band.     You  can't  flunk  that. 


This  Ultra-Modern  Flare  says:  "Modern 
youth  respects  old  age  when  it  comes  in  bot- 
tles." 


Now  that  the  Bone  lectures  have  come 
and  left  the  campus  in  various  stages  of 
unmentionable  ecstasy,  Chapel  Hour 
slides  its  tongues  smoothly  over  the  scin- 
tillating details  therein  revealed.  It  has 
been  opined  that  the  substance  of  these 
inspiring  talks  has  even  satiated  the  stu- 
dents of  Medill  school  with  filthy  fodder 
for  weeks  to  come.  The  campus  now 
has  something  to  talk  about. 

For  a  few  days  it  was  the  rage  in  this 
intellectual  rabbit  hutch  of  ours  to  "dash 

over    to    the    sex  

lectures."  Three 
o'clock  lectures  are 
avoided  by  every 
thinking  stu- 
dent,  yet  the  Bone 
sessions  attracted  ca- 
p  a  c  i  t  y  crowds  to 
Harris  at  the  ungodly  hour  of  four  in 
the  late  afternoon.  The  women  ate  it 
up  and  "broad-minded"  couples,  engaged 
pairs,  reviewed  in  their  evening  trysts 
the  subject  matter  so  boldly  laid  out  for 
a  waiting  undergraduate  world  that  pre- 
vious afternoon. 

Chapel  Hour  pauses  to  announce  that 
all  notices  to  the  effect  that  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Miller  will  be  at  home  a  week 
from  such  and  such  a  date  at  such  and 
such  a  place  are  erroneous.  This  charm- 
ing couple  have  yet  to  announce  their  en- 
gagement. In  fact,  the  Kappa  chapter 
has  not  yet  voted  on  the  social  status  of 
the  Phi  Delts.  It  has  been  said  that 
after  the  recent  Phi  Nu  Beta  fiasco,  the 
Kappa  by-laws  with  reference  to  matri- 
monial entanglements  in  non-fraternity 
groups  have  been  rigidly  supplemented 
and  amended. 

Chapel  Hour  is  wondering  when  Ed 
Vanderwicken  is  going  to  get  out  of  bed 
to  make  a  declaration  again.  The  Wran- 
glers have  confided  to  Chapel  Hour  that 
Ed  very  rarely  gets  out  of  bed  to  do 
anything  and  it  has  to  be  something  of 
real  importance.  It  is  said  that  the 
young  man  is  entering  competition  with 
Walt  Holmer,  Yatz  Levison  and  others 
for  the  Brown  Derby  to  be  awarded  at 
the  Sigma  Delta  Chi  Gridiron  banquet 


and  the  inducement  to  leave  his  couch 
must  be  flavored  with  a  sizeable  story 
and  respectable  position  on  the  front 
page.  However,  be  that  as  it  may,  this 
is  merely  gossip  and  means  little  or  noth- 
ing as  such. 

The  lightly,  lilting  lays,  rupturing  the 
atmosphere  around  the  Phi  Delta  Theta 
house,  are  due,  it  is  said,  to  the  extreme 
exuberance  of  one  Joseph  Miller,  Sigma 
Delta  Chi,  Phi  Delta  Theta  and  Kappa 
Kappa  Gamma.  The  latter  degree  was 
appended  by  general  consent  when  it  was 
found  that  Joe  had  rated  the  more  or 
less  steady  company  of  the  Dixon  woman 
who  is  interested  in  journalism  to  about 
the  same  extent.  The  above-mentioned 
lays,  of  course,  as  one  would  suspect,  are 
due  to  the  thing  called  love. 

Mr.  Morse  Hershfield,  late  of  the 
University  of  Chicago,  the  ChiEvAm, 
and  Northwestern  University  (twice), 
has  announced  that  he  will  be  with  us 
again.  His  advent  is  heralded  with 
much  eclat  and  other  things  of  like 
nature. 

Now  that  Cecil  Proud  has  left  North- 
western to  become  a  member  of  a  small 
t  o  w  n     newspaper 
staff    in     Michigan, 
the    Monocoans    are 
casting  about  to 
place  a  big  man  on 
campus  to  once  more 
place  his  frat  in  the 
local   sun.     Really, 
these  Monocoans  are  so  ambitious.  They 
simply  want  to  monopolize  everything. 
»     *     * 

"Spike"  Sanford  went  to  church  a  few 
weeks  ago  out  of  pure  curiosity  and,  it 
seems,  he  found  something  worthwhile. 
He  is  displaying  the  program  of  the 
morning  to  everyone  and  guffaws  result. 
The  point  is  that,  immediately  after  the 
offertory  solo,  the  congregation  was  ad- 
vised of  the  next  hymn — No.  369,  "Mas- 
ter, No  Offering"!  But  Sanford  de- 
posited eight  cents  anyway  and  refused 
to  sing. 

*     *     * 

Last  word,  "Got  an  eleven  o'clock?" 
the  deacon. 
19 


*Is  she  a  sorority  girl?'' 
"Gamma  Phi  know." 


HOW  TO  GET  A  JOB  WITH 
JUDGE 

1 .  Originate  a  new  style  of  humor. 

2.  Disparage  the  younger  generation. 

3.  Bribe  the  boss. 

4.  Get   your  old   man   to   buy   a   full 
page  ad. 

5.  Tell  the   boss  you   never   went  to 
college. 

6.  Get  a  scoop  on  College  Humor. 


I'd  like  to  be  a  great  man, 
Perhaps  like  Mussolini, 
Instead  of  what  I  am  today  ; 
Hump-backed;  and  rather  skinny — 
And  then,  no  one  would  dare  to  halt 
My  foolish  whims  and  capers, 
For  if  they  did,  I'd  get  revenge 
By  frowning  in  the  papers. 


DISILLUSIONMENT 

I'm  tired  of  the  "rosy  dawns" 

Of  silly  poets'  lore. 
They  always  hear  a   "bluebird's   song" 

With  "happiness"  in  store. 
I'm  just   an   ordinary   soul — 

In  spite  of  these  gay  criers, 
Life  holds  a  lot  of  broken  glass 

And  punctured  rubber  tires! 

B.  F.  H. 


SILVER  LINING 

I  shall  not  weep  when  you  have  gone. 

Nor  shake  my  soul  with  sighs. 
Somewhere  I'll  find  another  man 
Who  favors  dark  blue  ties. 

B.  F.  H. 
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Trial  and  Error 

She  smiled  at  me  ....  invitingly  .  .  .  . 
And  sensuousl)",  you  know   .... 
Then  walked  away  quite  rapidly 
Through  swiftly  falling  snow. 

But    just     a     bit   ...   .   and     then     she 

stopped, 
^Vinked  irresistibly   .... 
1  slipped  on  snow  and  ice,  and  all 
And  fell  for  her,  vou  see. 

D.  ir. 


Dreams — a  little  white  cottage,  vine- 
coxered — the  dearest  girl  on  earth  wait- 
ing for  me — baby  feet  pattering  over  the 
floor — \  es,  I  guess  that  I  too  am  be- 
coming heir-minded. 

P.  c. 


JOKE 

Mr.  Joe  Ginger  was  light-hearted,  and 
he  whistled  merrily  as  he  stepped  into 
the  elevator  that  would  carry  him  to 
the  floor  of  his  office.  He  was  only  a 
little  disconcerted  this  morning  when  he 
saw  his  dull,  and  deaf  friend.  Smith 
Brown,  enter  the  elevator  also.  Joe  had 
reason  for  his  attitude,  and  he  wanted 
Smith  and  the  rest  of  the  occupants  of 
the  crowded  "lift"  to  know  it.  Raising 
his  voice  to  a  higher  pitch,  he  said,  "You 
know,  Smith,  we  had  an  addition  to  our 
family  last  night!"  No  response  in 
either  vocal  or  facial  expression  from 
the  dear,  dull,  and  deaf  friend.  Con- 
found him!  Again  he  tried,  "I  say. 
Smith,  we  have  a  new  youngster  in  our 
home!"  A  faint  smile  broke  out  on 
Smith's  face.  Ah,  success!  Joe  had 
made  him  understand.  Smith  replied. 
"Oh,  is  that  so?  You're  looking  fine!" 
The  poor  little  baby  cries  every  night  for 
it  has  no  father  to  carry  it. 

Sunnw 


POEM ! 

Apfjloyii'S  to   Ti'iiiiy.son 

Waiting,   waiting:,   \\aiting,   in   lines   for 

eternity — 
Until     the    usher    will     call,   "There're 

seats  in  the  balcony!" 
Why  should  he  call  thus  tonight,  when 

he  knows  there's  no  use  to  go 
All   alone,    and   the  chorus   girls,   critics 

sa\',  have  made  the  show! 

Now   I   am   in,   and  hear  all  the  hottest 

jazz  of  the  town. 
The  loudness  ceases  now    and  the  usher 

is  leading  me  down. 
But  I  cannot  see  my  own  hand,  so  dark 

are  the  aisles  on  the  "main,  " 
And  grovel  and  grope  for  my  seat  'til  I 

find  myself  crabbed  with  the  gain! 
Suntiy. 


'Why  is  a  woman  like  a  player  piano?" 
'You  can't  play  them  without  a  roll." 


i 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


^?i"'»og"';- 


*het's  go  down  to  the  cemetery  tonight.' 
^Gracious,  no!     Vd  die  first.'' 


Broncho  . 

By  the  Powder  River  Kid 
Down    by    the   corral    the   boys   had    all 

come 
To  see  if  among  them  there  were  at  least 

some 
Who  could  ride  this  wild  pinto  who'd 

never  been  broke, 
Seldom    felt   of   a   saddle,    or   bridle,   or 

■  yoke. 
But  still  galloped  as  free  as  the  day  he 

was  born 
And  had  made  our  best  riders  grab  quick 

for  the  horn. 

He's  lassoed  and  corraled  and  put  in  the 

shute. 
He  is  wild-eyed  and  vicious  from  kicks  of 

the  boots. 
He  is  saddled  and  haltered  and  ready  to 

go 
If  we  can  find  a  good  puncher  to  put  on 

the  show. 

The  cards  are  all  cut,   and   1   draw   the 

high  jack. 
So  I  am  the  guy  who's  to  sit  on  his  back  ; 
To  hold  my  nerve  tight  is  all  I  must  do, 
I'll  fight  with  him,  pet  with  him,  talk 

with  him  too. 

The  shute  gate  is  open,  we're  out  in  one 

jump. 
You've  hit  on  all  fours  with  a  terrible 

thump. 
You  kick  your  feet  high,  you  hold  your 

head  low, 
You  sunfish  and  twist  and  your  back's  in 

a  bow, 
You're  snorting  and  grunting  and  doing 

your  best 
To  show  those  damned   dudes  that   the 

west  still  is  west. 


My  shoulders  are  aching,  my  legs  hurt 

like  hell 
From    clamping    them    hard    round    the 

wide  saddle  swell. 
I've     fanned     with     the     hat     and     I've 

scratched  with  both  feet, 
I'm  doing  vay  best  to  hold  chaps  to  the 

seat ; 
Leather  'gainst  leather  and  flesh  against 

hide, 
I'm    beginning    tu    doubt    if    I'll    finish 

this  ride. 


I've  lost  both  the  stirrups,  I've  grabbed 

for  the  horn, 
I'm   dizzy   and   whirling  and    tired    and 

worn. 
I'm  clear  of  the  saddle,  thrown  high  as 

a  kite. 
Cussing    and    swearing    for    losing    this 

fight- 
You've  won  it,  old  pinto,  I  know  it  too 

well, 
But  I'll  some  day  get  on  you,  and   ride 

you  to  hell. 

Carl  Pearson. 


'Alice  refused  to  marry  John  unless  they  were  married  in  an  airplane." 
''S* matter;  was  no  man  on  earth  good  enough  for  her?" 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


j.^lVlc^Ofl'"-?- 


"Say,    did    the    leading    man    take    your 
Saturday  Evening  Post?" 
"Yeh,  but  no  Liberties/' 


THE  SCAR 
I  shall  forget  the  stones  along  the  lake, 
The  hanging  moon, 
The   lapping   water    on    the    shore    that 

played 
A  lazy  tune, 
The  tender  kiss  you  stole  when  midnight 

made 
You  take  your  leave — 
But  there  is  still  the  hole  your  cigarette 
Burned  in  mv  sleeve ! 

B.  F.  H. 


JUST  TALK 
It  has  been  reported  that  only 
was  contributed  here  to  the  Red  Cross 
to  relieve  the  world's  suffering,  while 
tens  of  thousands  are  spent  on  movies, 
liquor,  and  women  annually  here.  Well 
we  suffer  enough  ourselves  through 
them  anyway. 


Bring  the  baby  in  out  of  the  car- 
riage, dear. 

Gawd,  was  the  baby  in  that  car- 
riage?   I  gave  it  to  the  junk  man. 


Sorry,  ma'm,  but  the  dog  just  ate  the 
ice  cream.  Shall  I  bring  in  the  dog  or 
omit  the  dessert? 


THE  MATH  PROF  PHONES 
Operator,  give  me  eleven  times  thirty- 
two  minus  six  divided  by  five,  add  to  it 
twice  the  original  number  and  make  it 
snappy. 
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This  Modern  World 

1888— June  I 

Mother,  may  I  present  Mr.  Ressing- 
wood?  We  met  at  Mrs.  Hall's  tea,  and 
he  would  like  me  to  go  to  the  band  con- 
cert with  him  Saturday.     You  know  his 

mother,  I  think,  and 

1889 — June   I 

Mother,  Ralph  proposed  last  night, 
and  I  told  him  he  should  see  you  and 
father  about  it.  I  hope  you  won't  be 
angry, — I've   known    him    such    a    short 

time,  but 

1929 — June  I 

Ma!  Ma!  — This  is  Joe—  (What's 
your  last  name  again,  Joe?) — Joe  Smith. 
We're  gettin'  married  tomorrow.  Can 
we  have  the  car  for  next  week? — what? 
— Why,  Ma — I've  known  him  for  ages ! ! 
— Whv,  ever  since  last  Saturday. 

P.C. 


And  then  there  was  the  printer  who 
died  of  acute  roUingpinitus  when  his 
wife  discovered  him  taking  proof  of  the 
pudding. 


WILL  IT  COME  TO  THIS? 

(1947) 

First  Eight-o'clocker :  Had  breakfast 
yet? 

Second  Down  -  trodden  Specimen  : 
Breakfast?     What's  that? 


On  hearing  so  much  agitation  about 
the  proposed  University  Press,  one  won- 
ders whether  it  is  a  new  variation  of  the 
back  seat  huddle  system,  or  a  co-op 
tailor  shop. 

P.  C. 


1st  Theta:  Wally  sure  can  shoot  the 
bull! 

2nd  Dingyneck  :  He'd  ought  to.  He 
told  me  he's  been  on  the  rifle  team  for 
three  vears  now. 


•ULUflN  ■  FITC 
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"What  kind  of  a  dress  did  Sue  wear  to 
the  party  last  night?" 

"I  think  it  was  checked." 

"Baaabbeee!  That  must  hare  been  a  real 
party." 


NEWS  EVENT 
No  mail  to-day,  no  mail. 
The  post-man  passed  the  door : 

No  mail.   .   .   . 
A  letter  from  the  folks, 
A  poster  of  a  sale. 
The  paper — and  a  bill. 

No  mail. 
No  mail  at  all.     No  mail! 
It  echoes  down  the  halls : 

No  mail! 
The  laundry  pack,  an  ad. 
The  magazines,  a  card 
From  Jimmie,  and  a  book. 

No  mail.   .   .   . 

{ No  mail  to-day 


You    were   the   cream    in    my    coffee. 
Honey,  but  you  sure  have  curdled. 


"My,  Maurice,  but  your  daughter  Beccy  is  growing  jest." 
"Hmp!  I  dunt  tink  she  is  eny  worst  den  da  rest  of  da  girls." 


mo: 


-^"books 


Jo  O'Brien,  Editor 

The  Joyous  Pretender 

By  Louise  Ayres  Garnett 
The  Mac?nillan  Company 

It  is  difficult  to  analyze  a  book  which 
reminds  one  of  a  pastel  among  oil  paint- 
ings, or  a  Burne-Jones  sketch  hung  be- 
tween a  Picasso  and  a  Perdriat.  Yet 
The  Joyous  Pretender  is  just  that.  It 
is  a  fantasy  written  in  an  unusual  and 
extremely  impressionistic  style,  which  at 
times  has  an  almost  cadenced  beauty. 

So  many  books,  far  less  delicate  and 
deftly  woven,  have  been  damned  with  the 
epithet  "whimsical"  that  I  hesitate  to 
apply  it  to  one  which  it  truly,  if  faintly, 
describes.  A  story  which  starts  out  with 
a  small  boy's  journey  into  the  world 
to  search  for  a  home,  and  "a  flower-pot 
in  his  window,"  and  which  continues  in 
his  own  words  as  a  record  of  his  thoughts, 
and  of  his  reactions  to  the  life  which  he 
greets  so  joyfully  must  be  treated  lightly 
and  gracefully.  And  The  Joyous  Pre- 
tender is  not  over-drawn ;  the  back- 
ground is  as  mistily  beautiful,  and  the 
characters  are  sketched  in  with  as  fragile 
a  line  as  those  of  the  artist  it  suggests. 
Josephine  O'Brien. 


The  Magic  Island 

By  jr.  B.  Seabrook 

The  Literary  Guild,  with  its  cus- 
tomary accuracy,  has  chosen  an  unusually 
interesting  book  as  its  January  selection. 
The  Maffic  Island  is  the  result  of  long 
and  arduous  labor  on  the  part  of  its 
author,  W.  B.  Seabrook.  Mr.  Seabrook 
was  a  long  time  in  Haiti  before  he  was 
able  to  begin  his  study  of  Voodooism. 
The  delay  was  due,  of  course,  to  the 
prevalence  of  racial  prejudice  on  the 
"magic  island." 

It  was  only  after  he  had  ingratiated 
himself  with  his  black  servant  that  he 
was  allowed  to  be  present  at  authentic 
Voodoo  rites.  From  his  attendance  at 
these  mysteries  and  from  conversations 
with  his  servant  the  "author  was  able  to 
gather  sufficient  data  for  his  book. 

The  principal  characters  are  Louis, 
the  servant,  and  Maman  Celie,  the 
negress  at  whose  home  Seabrook  lived 
during  his  investigations. 


The  book  is  intended  to  convey  the 
idea  that  Voodooism  is  not,  as  is  com- 
monly supposed,  a  mere  form  of  magic, 
but  is  an  authentic  and  vet)-  real  form 
of  religion.  The  Voodoo  rites  are  kept 
secret  because  the  negroes  are  afraid  of 
the  interference  of  the  white  officers  on 
the  island.  I  should  recommend  this 
book  to  those  who  are  interested  in 
strange  and  unusual  religious  ideas. 
R.S.O. 


Good  Red  Bricks 

By  Mary  Synon 
Little,  Brown  and  Company 

From  a  child  of  Chicago  and  the  mid- 
dle west  comes  this  story  of  Chicago  life 
in  the  'nineties.  Mary  Synon,  descendant 
of  a  line  of  middlewestern  pioneers  and 
early  Chicagoans,  has  taken  her  native 
city  as  the  background  for  her  first  novel, 
"Good  Red  Bricks."  After  an  extensive 
education,  years  of  travel  and  newspaper 
work  Miss  Synon  has  returned  to  Chi- 
cago as  a  spot  most  abundant  in  local 
color  and  vivid,  swiftly  moving  life. 
The  picture  she  has  drawn  of  this  city 
in  "Good  Red  Bricks"  is  a  clear  cut, 
widely  sweeping  view  of  the  picturesque 
'nineties  centered  around  Garfield  Park 
and  Chicago's  west  side. 

"Good  Red  Bricks"  is  a  simple,  easy 
flowing  story,  entertaining  for  a  single 
reading,  but  as  a  novel  not  outstanding, 
or  of  any  particular  force.  Sally  Burt,  as 
the  center  of  this  circle  of  Chicago 
people,  is  a  singer  of  simple  sincerity, 
with  a  simple  outlook  on  life.  There 
is  something  about  Sally  vaguely 
reminiscent  of  the  Victorian  heroine. 
The  real  living  person  seems  lacking 
somehow.  The  remaining  characters  are 
rather  clearly  and  pleasantly  presented, 
but  no  special  interest  is  aroused  in  the 
reader.  They  serve  admirably,  however, 
as  figures  around  which  Mary  Synon  has 
sketched  a  vivid  description  of  the  race 
tracks,  prize  rings  and  dirty  politics  so 
much  a  part  of  Chicago  in  the  'nineties. 
The  book  though  mildly  interesting  has 
no  potentialities  for  adapting  the  mood 
of  its  readers  and  critics. 

As  a  first  novel  of  a  woman  who 
showed  such  promise  in  the  short  story 
field  "Good  Red  Bricks"  is  disappoint- 


ing. Miss  Synon's  short  stories  were 
vivid  and  intensely  interesting,  and  her 
work  as  a  feature  writer  on  prominent 
Chicago  newspapers  was  equally  well  re- 
ceived. Her  first  novel,  though  unsuc- 
cessful in  itself,  also  carries  promise  of  a 
hitherto  hidden  power.  Perhaps  a  later 
novel  will  entirely  fulfill  the  expectations 
which  her  former  work  has  aroused. 
Katherine  Blair. 


Harness 

By  A.  Hamilton  Gibbs 
Little,  Brown  and  Co.,  Boston,  Mass. 

Sir  Philip  Gibbs,  novelist  and  war 
correspondent,  and  Cosmo  Hamilton, 
novelist  and  playwright,  cannot  ignore 
the  fact  that  their  younger  brother  is  a 
novelist  of  considerable  note.  Hamilton 
Gibbs  left  Oxford  where  he  was  study- 
ing, to  take  an  editorial  position  under 
Cosmo  Hamilton.  In  1912,  he  came  to 
the  United  States  with  his  brother's  play, 
"The  Blindness  of  Virtue,"  and  at  about 
the  same  time  he  was  doing  some  work 
as  a  free-lance  writer.  Shortly  after  he 
returned  to  England,  two  years  later, 
war  was  declared  and  he  immediately 
enlisted.  Service  took  him  to  Egj'pt, 
Greece,  Serbia  and  other  countries  in 
which  he  traveled  until  the  great  conflict 
was  ended.  He  was  awarded  the  Mili- 
tary Cross,  and  left  the  arm\'  with  the 
rank  of  Major. 

The  war  left  a  great  mark  on  Majoi 
Gibbs  and  most  of  his  stories  deal  with 
characters  who  have  been  soured  by  it 
and  are  tr\ing  to  adjust  themselves  to 
conditions.  Gibbs'  first  serious  book, 
Soundings,  one  of  the  best  sellers  of  1925, 
was  one  of  this  type,  and  his  latest 
Harness  is  similar.  One  feels  that  the 
latter  is  a  bit  overdone,  is  a  bit  too 
serious. 

I  admire  all  of  Hamilton  Gibbs' 
work,  but  I  do  not  think  that  Harness 
is  nearly  as  fine  a  novel  as  Soundings. 
The  characters  in  Harness  are  not  at  all 
real.  Michael  is  entirely  too  believing 
and  too  loyal  to  be  human,  and  Patricia 
is  almost  lacking  in  sympathy  and  under- 
standing. Her  younger  sister,  Sylvia, 
though  not  a  very  conventional  person, 
is  lovable  for  the  strongness  and  firm- 
ness of  her  character.  Another  very  ex- 
cellently drawn  character  is  the  village 
chemist,  an  old  German  who  is  indeed 
real.  I  enjoyed  Harness  very  much,  but 
somehow  it  ■was  not  true  enough.  It's 
an  entertaining  book,  and  if  you  like 
pleasant  endings,  this  book  has  one  which 
will  leave  a  bit  of  a  satisfied  smile  on 
your  face.  Marion  Fry. 
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P  U  R  P  L  E/^P  A  R  ROT 


First    Farmer:     "Did    the    hurricane 
damage  your  barn,  sir?" 

Si :      "I    really    don't    know    for    we 
haven't  found  it  yet." 

Lyre. 


Prof. :  "Do  you  know  anything  about 
Vina  Delmar's  Bad  Girlf" 

Stude:  "No,  but  from  the  way 
everybody  talks  she  must  be  a  holy 
terror." 

Pitt  Panther. 


"Mama,  where  are  we  going?" 
"To  the  hand  laundry." 
"But,  mama,  1  just  washed  my  hands." 
Octopus. 


"A  skin  you  love  to  touch,"  he  mur 
mured. 

"No,  Skinner's  Satin,"  she  replied. 
Yellrjiu  Crab. 


According  to  a  recent  magazine 
article,  sixty-five  per  cent  of  the  college 
girls  in  the  Middle  West  pet. 

We  wonder  what  the  other  thirty-five 
per  cent  call  it. 

Utah  Crimson. 


"Clothes  make  the  man!" — Advertise- 
ment. 

"Baloney,  girls.     You  gotta  have  the 
face  and  figure,  too." 

Pointer. 


Play-goer:  "Tell  me,  are  you  South 
ern  women  like  the  heroine  in  'Co 
quette'." 

Dixie  Co-ed:  "No  suh,  no  co-ed  sui- 
cides down  heah." 

Play-goer:  "Well,  there's  nothing 
like  knowing  how." 

Ra  mm  er-Ja  mmer. 


"What  ho,  fair  Accordia!  It  says 
here  that  bathtubs  were  unknown  in 
the  middle  ages.  How  did  they  get 
along  without  them?" 

"Egad,    my    son!      Have    you    never 
heard  of  the  medieval  'itching  posts?" 
Pitt  Panther. 


"Why  did  your  mother  send  you  ; 
this  chicken   feed  in  your  laundry?" 
"That  used  to  be  cake." 

\jtah  Crimson. 


Second  Class  Buck:  "You  dance  as 
lightly  as  an  equal  volume  of  hydrogen 
— under  normal  conditions  of  tempera- 
ture and  pressure." 

Vassar:  "I'm  getting  hot — increase 
the  pressure." 

Pointer. 


She  (dreamily)  :  "When  did  you 
first  know  you  loved  me?" 

He:  "When  I  first  began  to  get 
sensitive  when  people  said  you  were 
brainless  and  homely." 

Rummer-Jammer. 


Mandy:     "I    wants    to    see    Mistah 
Jones." 

Sandy:     "Mr.  Jones  is  engaged." 
Mandy:     "Go  long,  boy.     Ah  don't 
wanna  marry  him.     Tell  him  his  wash- 
lady  wants  her  money." 

Lyre. 


Little  Willy:  "Can  you  remember 
the  time  when  your  family  had  a  tur- 
key all  to  themselves?" 

Little  Billy:  "\'es,  it  was  the  year 
your  family  was  quarantined  with  the 
measles." 

Pitt  Panther. 


She  :     Then  we  are  engaged  ? 

He :     Of  course. 

She :    And  am  I  the  first  girl  vou  ever 
loved? 

He:     No,  but  I  am  harder  to  please 
now  than  I  was  before. 

L  tah  Crimson. 


NeihofJ:      "Every   time   I'm   late   my 
English  prof,  gets  historical." 

Leinbach  :     "You  mean  hysterical." 
Neihoff:     "No,  I  don't.     I  mean  his- 
torical, he  begins  to  dig  up  the  past." 
Lyre. 
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Von  Acheim:    "Pretzelstein  calls  himself  a  human  dynamo." 
Bernstein:    "No  wonder,  everything  he  has  on  is  charged."-^Mercury. 


P  U  R  P  L  t 


PARROT 


SH£ — I've  checked  the  list . . .  parachutes  . . .  coffee . . .  satiUiviches . 
He— And  cigarettes. . .  don't  forget  the  Chesterfields! 


Chesterfield  cigarettes  are  mild  . . .  not  strong  or  harsh. 
Chesrerfield  cigarettes  have  character  .  .  .  they  are  not 
insipid  or  tasreless. 

The  tobaccos  in  Chesterfield  cigarettes  are  blended  and 


cross-blended  in  a  difiFerent  way  from  othet  cigarettes  and 
the  blend  can 't  be  copied. 

They  are  AlILD  .  .  .  yes,  mild  enough  for  anybody  .  .  . 
and  yet  .  .  .  they  SATISFY. 


hb  TOBACCO  CO. 


PURPLE 
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THE  EYE  IS  FIRST 
IN    IMPRESSIVENESS 

C/NE  never  wishes  his  glasses  to  attract 
more  attention  than  his  eyes.  That  is  why 
so  many  men  and  women  have  discarded 
heavj'  shell  rimmed  glasses  for  the  rimless 
type.  Favored  styles  are  the  Puritan, 
Colonial,  Oval  and  Leaf  shape,  but  the 
Puritan  is  usually  preferred. 

Aimer  Coe  &  Company 

Scientific  Opticians 

1645  Orrington  Avenue 

Orrineton  at  Church  Street 


**No  Other  Restaurant 

is  as  well  prepared  to  serve 
the  students  with  good 
food    for   little   money." 


University  Restaurant 

Wieboldt  Hall  ^  McKinlock  Campus 


Fountain  Service  <^^  Candies 
Cigars     c^     c^      Cigarettes 


THE  ONLY  THING  LEFT 

"What  are  30U  doing  with  that  lamp- 
post?" 

"I'm  taking  it  home  for  a  souvenir." 
"Souvenir  of  what?" 
"My  first  big  wreck." 

Pitt  Panther. 


Abe:     I  hear  Ikey,  the  coxswain,  vas 
fired  from  the  crew. 

Sam : 

Is  dot  so  ?    How  come  ? 

Abe: 

He  wrecked  the  shell. 

Sam: 

Veil,  how  did  that  happen? 

Abe: 
the  tiller 

He  couldn't  keep  his  hands  on 
ropes. 

Octopus. 

One :    You  say  he  lives  on  the  interest 
of  his  debtors? 

Another:      Yes,    he's    resting   on    his 
owers. 

Flamingo. 


I 


KOTZ  never  advertises  "sales"  in 
the  most  familiar  sense  of  the 
■  word!  Yet  as  a  matter  of  fact 
EVERY  pair  of  Kotz  shoes  is  a  sale 
value  in  that  you  pay  LESS  for  Kotz 
style,  Kotz  quality  and  Kotz  depend- 
ability. We  never  offer  shop  worn 
merchandise.  We  have  no  second 
quaUty — we  do  not  make  ' '  special ' ' 
purchases  of  distress  lots  for  special 
selling.  When  you  buy  a  pair  of  Kotz 
shoes  you  are  assured  of  obtaining  up 
to  the  minute  style,  super  quality  and 
workmanship  and  service  that  satisfies. 
Satisfaction  guaranteed.  Kotz  shoes 
are  for  MEN  AND  WOMEN. 


ALL 
ONE 
PRICE 


5 


WORTH 
MUCH 
M  ORE 


Kotz  Shoe  Store 

619  Davis  St.  EVANSTON 

We  are  now  showing  new  Spring  styles 
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ow.. 

week  ends 
hold  no 

'  (Monday  cutsjor 
CuthberL^ 


CUTHBERT  had  a  weakness  for 
week-ends.  Friday  night  means 
fish  to  some  people,  but  it  was  just  a 
train  ride  to  him.  And  Mondays — 
it  was  simply  shameful  how  that 
boy  treated  his  Mondays.  His  assort- 
ment of  cuts  looked  like  a  hand  of 
Stud,  with  the  Dean's  as  the  buried 
card. 

Suddenly  everything  was  changed. 
Mondays  would  find  Cuthbert  sit- 
ting on  the  chapel  steps  waiting  for 
the  janitor  to  open  up.  On  two 
slightly  hazy  occasions  he  peered 
through  the  muUioned 
doors  and  said  cautiously, 
"You  know  me,  Emil." 

His  friends  were  even 
more  amazed  than  if  Cuth- 
bert had  answered  the 
waiter  in  French.  Pressed 
for  an  explanation  of  his 
amazing  reformation, 
Cuthbert  uttered  the  cryp- 
tic word,  "COMMAND- 
AIRE.  " 


"And  how,"  we  rise  to  remark, 
for  our  COMMAND-AIRE 
plane  does  command  the  air.  In 
stability  of  control,  it  has  no  equal. 
We  have  photographic  proof  of 
how  our  pilot  left  the  cockpit, 
straddled  the  fuselage  and  the 
COMMAND-AIRE  flew  placidly  on 
without,  as  the  biscuit  advertise- 
ments say,  the  touch  of  human 
hands. 

That's  what  air-minded  people 
call  stall  speed  control.  Should 
your    engine    go    dead,    or    when 


you  throttle  back  the  motor  to  land, 
you  still  have  the  same  uncanny 
control. 

When  you  combine  this  amazing 
stability  with  the  power  of  the 
COMMAND-AIRE  90  to  1 50  H.  P. 
motors,  and  the  vivid  beauty  and 
efficiency  of  our  custom-like  job, 
our  buyers  invariably  say,  "Why 
didn't  you  think  of  it  sooner?" 

We  did.  Our  imported  designer 
has  been  working  for  years.  Now 
we  have  production  up  and  price 
down.  Only  $3,250  f.  o.  b.  Little 
Rock.  Write  for  our 
booklet,  and  watch  for 
demonstration  at  the 
University. 


COMMAND-AIRE,     Inc.,    Little    Rock,     Arkansas 

GOMMAND-AIRE- 
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Let  us  show  you 
our  collect  ion  of 

NOVELTIES 

the  latest  creations  in 

JEWELRY 

We  especially  cater  to  the 
college  man  and  woman.  The 
prices  are  so  moderate  that 
you  can  easily  afford  to' make 
selections  for  personal  use,  or 
for  gifts. 

Jewelry  Hatty  J.  Baby  Company  sT^TroNER, 

703  Heyworth  Building 

29  East  Madison  Street,  Corner  of  Wabash  Avenue 

Chicago 


Randolph  0218 


Randolph  0219 


Start  the  Semester 
RIGHT! 

Now  that  exams 
are  over  you  can 
catch  up  with  a 
httle  social  at- 
mosphere once 
again.  Ourcooks 
sing  and  our 
waiters  dance! 

Meet  the  Gang  at  Du  B's 

Du  Breuil's 

620  Davis   Street 

"Is 


Prof.:     "What's    the    name    of    the 
largest  diamond?" 

Poker-face:    "The  ace." 

Ghost. 


Professor:     "I'll  not  go  on  with  the 
lecture  until  the  room  settles  down!" 

The  Nimble  One:     "Better  go  home 
and  sleep  it  off,  old  man." 

Flamingo. 


Very  Hardboiled  Father:  And  now 
that  you've  busted  me  last  bottle  of  gin, 
can  ya  see  any  reason  why  I  shouldn't 
whale  the  daylights  outa  ya? 

Equally  Tough  Son :  Sure,  didn't  the 
Doc  tell  ya  that  that  D.  T.'s  would 
getcha  down  if  ya  tried  ta  do  any  ex- 
ercising? 

Octopus. 


Math  Prof.:  "Peters,  did  you  ever 
have  trigonometry  ?" 

Peters:  "It  wasn't  a  disease.  Sir. 
Some  one  dropped  me  when  I  was 
young." 

//  idoiv. 


"They  sa\-  that  seamstress  you're  run- 
ning around  with  has  quite  a  voice." 
"Yeh,  she's  the  other  part  of  a  duet." 
"Duet?  What  makes  you  think  that?" 
"Oh,  you  see  her  sewing  machine  is  a 
Singer." 

Pointer. 


Couple  (coming  in  during  last 
quarter):  He:  "Neither  team  has 
scortd  yet." 

She:  "Swell!  We  haven't  missed  a 
thing!" 

Old  Maid. 


Stubs:     "I  hear  you  were  upset  by  the 
bank  failure?" 

Dubbs:      "I   should  say  so.      I   com- 
pletely lost  my  balance." 

Lyre. 


WOMEN'S  EXCHANGE 
CAFETERIA 

1627  CHICAGO  AVENUE 

OPEN  SUNDAYS 
WEEK  DAYS  SUNDAYS 

No  Breakfast  No  Breakfast 


11:00  to  2:00 
5:00  to  8:00 


11:00  t3  2:30 
5:00  to  8:00 


TWENTY  THREE  YEARS 
Same  management  Same  good  food 


SJ*»" 


m 
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"Hear  about  the  fellow  who  invented 
a  device  for  looking  through  a  brick 
wall?" 

"No,  what's  he  call  it?" 

"A  window,  sap!" 

Record. 


Fond  Mother  (just  returned  from 
bridge  party)  :  I  hope  you  children  have 
been  good. 

Young  Hopeful:  Oh,  yes,  mumm> . 
We  let  the  bath  run  over  and  we're 
playing  Niagara  on  the  stairs. 

Flamingo. 


Doctor:  "Getting  pretty  tired  of 
lying  on  the  flat  of  your  back,  aren't 
you?  Let  me  see;  it's  been  about  six 
weeks  now,  hasn't  it?  Well,  cheer  up, 
I  have  good  news  for  you." 

Impatient  (eagerly)  :  "What's  that, 
doctor?" 

Doc:  "If  you're  still  improving  to- 
morrow, you  can  lie  on  your  left  side." 
Ghost. 


It  takes  1,500  nuts  to  hold  an  auto- 
mobile together  but  it  onlj-  takes  one  to 
spread  it  all  over  the  landscape. 

Flamingo. 


She:     Don't  tell  me  that;   I  can  see 
deception  written  all  over  your  face. 

He:     Don't  talk,  little  one;  I  can  see 
it  painted  on  yours. 

Flamingo. 


Advertisement  in  the  country  paper — 
"Wanted — A  strong  donkey,   to  do  the 
entire  work  of  a  country  clergyman." 
L\re. 


"Hist,    Romulus,   shall   we   go   to   the 
fire  sale?" 

"Nay,  Nay,  Arcturus,  I  have  no  wish 
to  buy  a  fire." 

Pitt  Panther. 


Who  Will  Play  for  Your  Dance  ? 
WM.  EVERETT  SAMUELS 

and  his 

SOCIETY  SYNCOPATORS 

"A  very  popular  orchestra  on  the  campus" 

640  East  50th  Place,  Chicago,   Illinois 
PHONE  KENWOOD  9422 
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The  Georgian  Hotel 

Hinman  and  Davis  Streets 
EYANSTON,  ILLINOIS 


.4^T£H> 


An  Address 
of  Distinction 


Be  at  home  away 
from  home.  We  solicit 
your      patronage. 


llBBaiiaBBSBBBaBBBBaBBBBBBBBBBaaiiBBBBaBBBBBB 


'The  Business  College  with  a 
University  Atmosphere" 

PREPARE  for  a  business  career  at  the  only 
Business  College  in  the  West  which  re- 
quires every  student  to  be  at  least  a  four-year 
High  School  graduate. 

Beginning  on  the  first  of  April,  July,  October, 
and  January,  we  conduct  a  special,  complete, 

intensive,  three-tnonths*  course  in 

stenography  which  is  open  to 

College  Graduates  and 
Undergraduates  Only 

Enrollments  for  this  course  must  be  made 
before  the  opening  day — preferably  some  time 
in  advance,  to  be  sure  of  a  place  in  the  class. 
Stenography  opens  the  way  to  independence, 
and  is  a  very  great  help  in  any  position  in 
life.  The  ability  to  take  shorthand  notes  of 
lectures,  sermons,  conversation,  and  in  many 
other  situations  is  a  great  asset. 

BULLETIN  ON  REQUEST 
No   Solicitors   Employed 

PAUL  MOSER,  J.  D.  Ph.  B.,  President 

116  South  Michigan  Avenue 

Randolph  4347  12th  Floor  Chicago,  Illinois 

In  the  Day  School  Girls  Only  are  Enrolled 

^^Miki^MAdAM  (3404  B)  mukm^^dt^mJ 
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serves  only  the  best 
that  money  can  buy 


Lunches  fifty  cents 


616  Church 


A  Typing  Service  for  Faculty 
and  Students 

EVANSTON  LETTER   SERVICE 

Multigraphing,  Mimeographing,  Typing 
Addressing,  Folding,  Mailing 


HARRIET  E.  RICHARDSON  620   DAVIS  STREET 

Telephone  University  6145  Above  DuBreuil's 


WHEN    YOU   THINK  OF    FLOWERS 

■*■  ^        .  THINKL    OF 


on6 


F="L.O\A^eF5. 
S  H  O  P -i^^^r  ^' 

'"'l^^mr^Z^^-     Phone  LIniversity(i3r]54Z 

FLOWERS  BY  TELEGRAPH 
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CARELESfe 

Adam  :     Eve !     You've  gone  and  put 
my  dress  suit  in  the  salad  again! 

SVi-V-Mah. 


Poppa  (at  Thanksgiving  dinner)  : 
"Willy,  you've  reached  for  everything  in 
sight.  Now  stop  it ;  haven't  you  got  a 
tongue?" 

Willy:  "Sure,  Pop,  but  my  arm's 
longer." 

Ghrjst. 


"Use  the  word  varsity  in  a  sentence." 
"Varsity  was  as  good  as  our  football 
team  we  would  be  proud  of  it." 

Flamingo. 


"Well,  little  boy,  what  kind  of  a  tooth- 
brush do  you  want  me  to  bring  you  for 
Christmas?" 

"Make  it  a  hard  one,  there  ain't  no 
sissies  in  our  family." 

Octopus. 


Someone  was  heard  to  remark  that  the 
new  German  Zeppelin  looked  like  a  lost 
banana  looking  for  the  rest  of  the  bunch. 
Flamingo. 


Game  Warden:  "Hey,  young  man, 
what's  the  idea  of  hunting  with  a  last 
year's  license?" 

George  Biles:  "Oh,  I'm  only  shoot- 
ing at  the  birds  I  missed  last  year." 

Lyre. 


First   Small    Boy:      "Is  your   brother 
home  from  college?" 

Second  Pest:     "Yep.     IV'Iy  bank  don't 
rattle  any  more." 

Sun  Dial. 


"Where  on  earth  can  we  put  this  lec- 
turer to-night?" 

"Don't  worry.     He  always  brings  his 
bunk." 

Pointer. 


Blase   Daughter:     Dad,  do  you  still 
believe  in  Christmas? 

Old-fashioned  Dad:    When  I  look  at 
the  bills,  I  know  it's  a  fact. 

Octopus. 


Soph:     "How  do  you  get  local  color 
in  your  themes?" 

Frosh :     "I  use  a  double  color  ribbon 
on  my  typewriter." 

Pitt  Panther. 


We  often  get  up  in  the  morning  feel- 
ing like  a  completed  forward  pass  and 
go  to  bed  at  night  feeling  like  a  blocked 
punt. 

Flamingo. 
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Frank  and  Ernest 


By  BRIGGS 


Uie  Smoother  and 
Better  Cigarette 


Old  Gold 

—  not  a  cough  in  a  carload^ 


p.  LoriMird  Co.,  Eat.  1760 


Open  6  A.M. 
Including 


to  7:45  P.  M. 
Sundays 


^0  'Waiting  in 
Xiine 


At  the  Plaza  you  can  go  from  tray  to 
table  in  three  minutes  or  less.  No  waiting 
in  line.  Delicious  foods  are  always  ready, 
whenever  you  are. 

And  Plaza  prices  are  just  as  moderate  as 
we  can  possibly  make  them,  consistent 
with  the  fine  food  we  serve.  Come  for 
breakfast,  luncheon  or  dinner. 


LIBRARY  PLAZA 

CAFETERIA 

IN  THE  LIBRARY  PLAZA  HOTEL 
Orrington  Avenue  just  South  of  Church  Street 
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ROSENBERG'S 

DAVIS  STREET  —  DOWNTOWN  EVANSTON 


There's  A  Chic  Swagger 
About  these 

Hand  Bags 

That  College  Girls  Admire 

Snugly  designed  bags  of  goatskin, 

in  new  grainings,  new  shapes  and 

new  shelloid   frames.     Specially 

selling  at 


^5 


00 


Hand  Bags — First  Floor 


Come  Into 

Bob  and  ERNIE'S 

The  College  Hangout 

From  7  A.  M. 

Breakfast 

W     Between   Classes     O 

%  .      ^  ® 

^°    Special  55c  Lunch    ^ 

3,        Afternoon  Tea 

,  Dinner 

%  ^ 

^  After  Dates  a 

^  Until  2  A.  M.         ^ 

Largest    and    Closest    to    the    Campus 
726  CLARK  ST.  UNIV.  10224 
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Funnel:      "What    would    I    have    to 
give  you  for  a  kiss?" 
3°:     "Chloroform." 

Pointer. 


Club:     "I  thought  you  said  the  water 
was  luke-warm — it  was  cold  as  ice." 

Scrub:      "Well,   didn't   it   luke  warm 
to  you  ?" 

Pointer. 


Patrick:     Let's  have  a  party.     I'll  get 
Mary. 

Henry:     Suits  me — I'll  get  merrier. 
Flamingo. 


We  call  her  Marigold  because  that's 
what  she's  trying  to  do ! 

Flamingo. 


"How  come  the  black  eye?" 
"I  was  looking  in  a  gin  bottle  and  it 
bopped  me." 

M'idoiu. 


She  was  only  an  actor's  daughter,  but 
she  needed  no  prompting. 

Sun  Dial. 


Soldier  (to  visitor  in  Barracks)  :   And 
this  blue  outfit  is  my  fatigue  uniform. 

Visitor:    Well  I'll  be  darned.  Them's 
the  heaviest  pajamas  I  e\er  seen. 

Pointer. 


DO  YOU  KNOW 


THAT 


KAPPELMAN 

Is  The  Only  Pri?iter 
THAT  ADVERTISES 


In  the  Parrot  anci  other  student  publications 
Tel.  Univ.  733         l^'^^ri" 

'JO  Your  Copy 


8o6  P.  O.  Place 
Opposite  P.  O. 


BOB-O-LINK 

TEA  AND  SANDWICH  SHOP 

155  East  Chicago  Avenue 
Catering      to     Northwestern     Students 
LUNCHEON  40c  DINNER  75c 

Tuesday  and  Thursday 
SPECIAL  CHICKEN  DINNER 

Under  management  of  The  Interstate  Co. — a  National  Institution. 
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MOTOR  CARS 

Ti^icrpov 

C.  M.  McDonald 

mm\)  TCI  \Y 

1019  Davis  Street        University  224 

"^oiilh   doesn't   v<ait  for 
Ihe    approval    of    time. 
'^(>lllll  doesn't  lin-ier    to 
cojiy    or   follow.     Youth 
takes     precedence     by 
virlue    of    enthusiasm, 
^outh    leads   with    the 
spirit  of  adventure,  the 
desire    for    change.     For 

* 

^  Complete 
Service  for 
'your  Car 

youth,  tomorrow  arrived 
today.     And    so    in    the 

]>ages  of  College  Humor 

you    will    find   a    certain 
something  that  is  young, 
swift-moving,    colorful 
and  gay.   Humor,  novels, 
and    features    that    will 

Let    Evanston's    largest    aiul 
most    complete    garage    take 
over  the  storage  and  mainte- 
nance of  your  car. 

keep  you  men  tally  young! 
'i  our  copy  of  the  latest 
issue  can  be  secured  at 
the    loading    dealers. 

Courteous,    prompt    expe- 
lienced   service    in  a  central, 
convenient  location. 

Oiling.  Greasing 

Storage.  Simonizing 

Washing.  Repairs 

jMacLean'sDrug  Slot 
North  Shore  Hotel 
Davis  Street  "L" 

*-' 

■^Ae 

Slalion 
Norlh   Shore 

Service  Garage 

reriniiial 

1725  Sherman  Ave. 
Greenleaf  4850-4851 

Opposite  Varsity  Theater 

"I'm  a  'Lucky  QirV  because 
I've  found  a  new  way  to 
keep  my  figure  trim.  When- 
ever the  desire  for  a  sweet 
tempts  me,  I  light  up  a  Lucky 
Strike,  It's  remarkable  how 
nicely  the  toasted  flavor  of 
Luckies  satisfies  me.  Toast' 
ing  has  taken  out  all  ini' 
purities — all  that  is  left  is  the 
thrilling  Lucky  aroma.  I 
certainly  am  lucky  to  be 
'The  Lucky  Qirl.'" 

The  Original  Lucky  Poster  Girl 
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